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NOTE 


Reproduced (original size) by permission of the Cura- 
tors of the Bodleian Library. Shelf-mark: Mal. 213(3). 
In this copy a previous owner has altered the date on the 
title-page to read 1609 instead of 1612. 


The Alchemist. was entered in the Stationer’s Register on 
3rd October 1610 to Walter Burre who published the first 
edition (reproduced here) in 1612. During Jonson’s life- 
time it was reprinted in his collected Works, 1616. The 
first performance seems to have taken place at the Globe 
Theatre by the King’s Men in 1610. 


The 1612 edition appears to have been set from Jonson’s 
manuscript and it is probable that he supervised the 
printing. The reason for believing this is that the printed 
book preserves characteristic features found only in Jon- 
son’s works — his unusual use of apostrophes and his un- 
usual scene-headings. The apostrophe is used to show 
elision, but it also appears between a word which ends 
with a vowel and a word which begins with one, e.g. 
“so’importunate” (B4 verso), ““Do’you” (C1 recto). 


At the beginning of each new scene the character whose 
name appears first in the list of those who are on stage 
takes the first speech, and this speech is never provided 
with a speech-prefix, eg. I, i (B3 verso) where “‘Captaine, 
I am here.” is spoken by Dapper. 


There have been numerous modern editions including 
those by C.M. Hathaway (1903), C.H. Herford and P. and 
E. Simpson in Works (1925-52), R.J. Kingsford (1928 and 
1965), H. de Vocht in Materials for the Study of the Old 
English Drama, XXII, (1950), J.I. McCollum (1965), D. 
Brown (1966), and S. Musgrave (1968). Noel Douglas 
produced a facsimile edition in 1927. 


References: STC. 14755; Greg. 303(a). 
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ACT.1. SCENE.1. 


FACE. SvBTLE. Dot Common. 


Be: Iwill. $vs. Thy worft,1 fartat thee. 
Do L,Ha’you your wits 2 Why Gegtlemen! for loue— 
Fac. Sirah, I'll {trip you — Svs. Whatto do ? licke Bigs 6 
Out at my —+ Fac. Rogue, Rogue, out ofall your fleights, 
DoL.Nay,leok ye! Soueraigne,General,are you Madmen ? 
Svs.O, let the wild fheepeloofe, Ile gumme your filkes 
With good {trong water, an’you come. D_1.Will you have 
The neighbours heare you ? Will you betray all ? 
Hearke, I hearefome body. F a c.Stah. Svs. I fhall marre 
All that the Ts,tor has mad.“ you -~joach, 
Fac. You meft notorious wheJpe, yuu snuient flue, 
Dare you doe this ? svs. Yes faith,yes faith. Fac, Why! whe 
Am I, my Mungrill2Who am I? Svs. Filtell you, 
Since you know not your felfe. Fac. Speakelower, Rogue, 
Sva. Yes, You were once(time’s notlong paft) the good, 
Honeft,plaine, sor pied agua hrum ; that képe 
Your Maiftersworfhips houle, here, in the Friers, 
Forthevacations, F Ac, Will you be fo loud? 
Svs. Since, by my meanes, tranflated Swbar eC: 
Fac, By your meanes, Doctor Dog? Svs, 
Allthis, I {peake of. Fac. Why,I prayyeq 
Beene countenanc’d by you? or you, by me? 
Doe but coilleét, S*, whereI met you firft, 
S v 8.1 doenot heare well. F ac. Not of this, I thinke it. 
But I fhall put you in minde,S". at Pie-Corner, 
Taking your meale of fteeme in, from Cookes ftalls 
Where, likethe Father of Hunger, you did walke 
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Piteoufly coftiue, with your pinch’d horne-nofe, 

Aud yourcomplexion, of the Romane wath, 

Stuck full of blacke,and melancholique wormes, 

Like pouldercornes,fhot, at th’Artillery-yard, 

Svs, I wifh,you could advance your vo:ce, a little, 

F Ac. When youwent pinn’d vp, in the feuerall ragges, 

Yo’had rak’d, and pick’d from dunghils, before day, 

Your feete in mouldy flippers.for your kibes, 

A felt of rugg, anda thin thredden cloake, 

That {carce would couer your no-buttockes. § v 8. $0 S', 

Fac, Whenall your e#/chemye, and your Algebra, 

Your Minerals Vecetalis,and Anusmalls, 

Your Coniuring,Cofning,and your dofen of Trades 

Could not relieue your corps, with fo much linnen 

Would make youtinder, butto feea fires 

I ga'you count’nance, credit for your Coales, 

Your Stilles, your Glatfes, your Materials, 

Built youa Fornace, drew you Cultomers, 

Aduanc’d all your blagke Arts ; lent you. befide, 

A houfeto practife in. Sv 8, Your Matters houfe ? 

F ac. Where you haue ftudied the more thriunng skili 

Of Bawdry, ince. S v 8, Yes, in your Maiters houfe. 

You, and the Rats, here, kept poffeffion. 

Make itnot ftrange. I know, you were one, could keepe 

The Buttry- hatch ftill lock’d, and fauethechippings, 

Sell the dole-beere t0 Aq#aevsie men, 

The which,together with your Chri/tmaffe vailes, 

At Poft, and Paire, your letting out of Counters, 

Made youa pretty ftocke. fome twenty markes, 

And gaue you credit, to conuerfe with cobwebs, 

Here, fince your Miftretfe death hath broke vp houfe. 

F ac. You might talke foftlier, Raskall. S v 8, No, you Scarabe, 

I'll thunder you, in peeces, I will ecach you 

How to beware,to tempt a Fury ‘againe 

That carries tempetft in his hand, and voyce. 

F ac. The Place has made you valiant. S v B. No, a casi 
Thou 
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Thou Vermine, haue I canethee, out of dung, 

So poore, fo wretched, whenno living thing 

Would keepe thee company, buts Spider,or worfe 2 

Rayfd thee from broomes, and duft, and watring pots ? 

Sublim'd thee, and exalted thee, and fix'd thee 

Ithe shird regson,the high flate of grace ? 

Wroughte thee to spirit, to gainteffexce, with paines 

Would twife haue wonne me the Philofophers worke? 

Put thee in werds,andfathion? made thee fie 

For morethen ordinary fellowhhips ? 

Giu'n thee thy othes, thy quarrelling dimenfions? 

Thy rules. co cheateat horfe-race, cock-pit, cardes, 

Dice, or what cuer gallant tincture, elfe ? 

Made theea Second, in mine owne great Art? 

And hauc I thisfor thanke ? Doe’you rebell ? 

Doe you flye out, ithe proiellion 2 

Would you be gone now? D o L. Gentlemen,what meane yout 

Will you marre all ? S v 8. Slave,tchou hadft had no Name, 

D oL. Will you vndoe your (clues, with ciuill warre? 

Sv 5. Neuerbeene knowne,palt Equi Chbanam, 

The heate of horfe-dung, vnder ground, in cellars, 

Or an Ale-houfe, darker then deafe Jobn’s : bene loft 

To allmankinde, butLaundrefles,and Tapfters,  (raigne? 

Had notI beene. D o L. Do’you know who heares you, Soue- 

F ac,Siah—D 0 L. Nay Generall, [thought you were ciuill, 

F ac. I thalleumne defperate, if you grow thus loud. 

S v 8, And hang thy felfe,I care not. F A c. Hang thee,Colliar, 

And all thy pots, and pans, in pi@urel will, 

Sincethou haft mou’d me, D o L. 6, this'll ore-throw all. 

F 4c, Writetheevp Baud, in Pasles ; haueall thy trickes 

Ofcofning witha hollow cole,duft, {crapings, 

Scarching for things loft, witha fiue, and fheeres, 

Erecting figures, in yourrowes of Hox/es, 

And taking in of fhadowes, with a glatfe, 

Toldin red letters: Anda face, cut forthee, 

Worlethen Gamaliel Ratfey's, Do L. Are you found? 
Bz 
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Ha’you your fenfes,Mafters 2 F ac. Iwill haue 

A Booke, but barely reckoning thy Impoftures, 

Shall proue a true Phil:fophers ftoxe,to Printers, 

Sv B. Away you Trencher- Raskall. F Ac. Que you Dug-leach, 

The vomit of all prifons — Doc. Will yoube 

Your owne deftructions, Gentlemen ? F ac. Stil! (pew'd out 

For lying too heauy o’the basket. S v 8. Cheater, 

Fac. Bawd.Svr, Cowherd.£ a c. Coniurer, § vB,Cutpurfe, Fac, 
Witch. DoL.O me. 

Weare ruin’d loft,Ha’you no more regard 

To your reputations ?Where’s your iudgement? Slight, 

Haue yet, fome care of me, o’your Republique, 

F a c.Away this Brach, ll bring thee, Rogue, within 

The Stature of Sorcerse, tricefimo tertio 

Of Harry theeight: I and (perhaps) thy neck 

Within a noofe, for laundring gold, and barbing. 

Dot. You'll bring your head withina cocks-combe,will you? 

And you S',with your Adenftrue,gather it vp, 

S’death you abhominable payre of Stinkards 

Leaue off your barking,and grow one againe, 

Or, by the iighe that fhines, I'll cue your throates, 

I'll not be madea prey vntothe Marfaall, 

For nere a {narling Dog-bolt o’you both, 

Ha’you together collen‘d all this while, 

And all the world, and hall it now be faid 

Yo'haue made moft courteous thift, to coffen your felues? 

You will accufe him? You will bring him in 

Within the Starwte ?Who fhall take your word, 

A whorefonne, vpftare, Apccryphali Cantayne, 

Whom nota Puritane, in Black. Fri:rs,will tratt 

So much, as fora fether ? And you, too, 

Willgiue the caufe, forfooth ? You will infule, 

And claymea primacie,in the diuifions ? 

You muft be chiete 2as if you, onely, had 

The poulder to proiect with? and the worke 

Were not begunne out of xqualitie ? 

The venter ¢7spartite ? All thingsincommon ? Without 
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Without prioritie ? S’death, you il Curres, 

Fallto your couples, againe,and collen kindly, 

And heartily, and louingly,as you fhould, 

And loofe not the beginning of a Terme, 

Or, by this hand, I fhall grow faCtioustoo 

And, take my part, and quit you, F a c.Tis his faule, 

He eucr murmures, and obiccts his paines, 

And fayes, the weight of all lies vpon him. 

Svs,Why foitdo’s. DA L.How does it? Doenot we 
Suftaineour parts ? S v 8.Yes,but they are not zquall, 

D 0 1. Why, if your part exceedeto day, I hope 

Ours may,to morrow, match it. S v 8, 1,they may, 

Pot. May, murmuring Mattiffe, I,anddo. Gods will ! 
Helpe me tothrattell him, Sv 3. Dororbee, Miltretle Dorothee, 
O’ds precious, I'll doe any thing. What doe you meane? 

D o L. Becaufe o’ your Fermentation,and Csbation ? 

S v8. Notl, by heauen. Dot, Your Sef & Luna: help me, 
S v 8. WouldI werehang’d then, I'll conforme my felfe. 
Do. VVill youS'.due fo then, and quickly Sweare. 

$v, What thouldI fweare? DoL.To leaue your faction S*, 
Andlabour, kindly, inthe commune worke, 

S v8, Let menot breath, if I meant ought, befide. 

Tonely vf'd thofe{peeches, as a fpurre 

To him. D o L.I hopewe need no fpurres S". Doewe ? 

F Ac, Slid, proueto day,who fhall fharke beft. S v 8. Agreed. 
D o 1. Yes,and worke clofe, and friendly. Svs. Slight che knoe 
Shall grow the ftronger,for this breach,with me. 

Do 1, Why fo,my good Babounes! Shall we goe make 
Art of fober, {ciruy, pracife Neighbours, 

(Thatfcarfe haue(mil'd ewife,fin'the King camein) 

A feaft of laughter, at our follies ? Raskalls, 

Would runne themfelues from breath, to fee me ride, 

Or you t’haue but a Hole,to thruft your heads in, 

For which you fhould pay Eare-rent : No, Agree, 

And may ‘Dos Pronof ride a feafting, long, 


In his old veluet ierken, and ftaynd {carfes, 
B3 (My 
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(My noble Soueraigne, and worthy Generall) 

Ere we contribute a new crucll garter 

To his moft worfted worfhip. S v 8. Royall De/! 

Spoken like C/ars‘sana, and thy felfe. 

F ac. Forwhich at fupper,thou thale fit ineriumph, 

And notbe ftil’d ‘Do/common, but Do/ proper, 

Dol fingular: the longelt cut, at night. 

Shall d:aw thee for his #4.d particular. 

S v 8. Who’sthat ? one rings, To the windo’ Do/, Pray heau’n, 
The Matter doe not troublevs this quarter. 

F ac. O, feare not him, While there dies one, a weeke, 

O%he plague, hee’s faf:,from thinking, toward London. 

Belide hee’s bulie at his hop-yardes,now, 

Thada letter from him, If he doe, 

Hee'll (nd fuch word, for ayring o’the houfe 

As youthall have fufficient time, to quit it. 

Though we breake vpa fortnight, ’tis no matter. 

S v B,Whois it, De/? D o 1, A fine yong Quodling. F ac, O 
My Lawyers Clearke . | lighted on, laft night, 

In Hol‘bourne, atthe Dagger. He would haue 

(Leold you of him) a Famslsar, 

To riflewith, at horfes,andwinne cuppes, 

D oL.O, let him in. $ v 8.Stay. Who fhall doo’t? Fac.Get you 
Your robes on. I will meete him, as going out, 

D o L. And what fhall 'do 2 F ac. Not be feene, away. 
Seeme youvery referu'd. S v 8. Inough.F a c.,God bew'you,S*. 
I pray you, let him know thatI was here. 

His name is Dapper. 1 would gladly haue ftayd, But-—— 


ACT.1. SCENE.2. 


| DAPPER. FACE, SVBTLE. (Door 
Ce am here. F a c.Whos that ? Hee’s come, I think, 
Good faith, S',I was going away.D 4 P. In truth, 
Iam very fory, Captayne. F 4c, ButI thought 
Sure, I fhould meet you, D a p. Iam very glad. 
Vhad 
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had a {ciruy /rit,or two, to make, 

And I had Jent my watch laft night,to one 

That dines, to day,at the Shrieffs : and fo was robd 

Of my paffe-time Isthis the Cunning-man ? 

F ac. Thisis his worfhip. D a p.Ishea Doctor? F Ac. Yes. 
D ap. And ha’youbroke with him, Captaine? F ac.I, DAP, And how ? 
F a c,Faith, hedoe’s make the matter, S*. fo dainty, 

I know not what to fay. D a p. Notfo, good Captaine, 

F Ac. Would I were fayrely rid on’t, beleeue me, 

D ap.Nay, now you grieue me S*. Why fhould you with fo? 
I dare aflure you. I’ll not be vngratefull. 

F ac. Icannotthinke you will, S*". But the Lawe 

Is fuchathing — And then hefayes, RK eade’s matter 

Falling fo lately. Da P. Reade? Hewasan Alle, 

And deale S‘ witha Foole. F ac, It¢wasa Clearke, S*. 

Da p.AClearke? F ac. Nay, heareme, S". youknowthe Law 
Betecr. I chinke D ar. I fhould S*. andthe danger. 

You know I fhew'd the Statwre toyou ?F ac. You did fo, 

D ap. And willl eell, chen 2 By this hand.of ficth, 

Would it might n-uer wright good Ceart-hand, more, 

If difcouer. What doe you thinke of me, (here. 
That I am a Chranfe ? F ac.What'’sthat?D a p. The Tarke was, 
As one would fay, Doe you thinkeI am a Tarke 2 

F ac. Vitellthe Door fo, D a r.Doe, good {weet Captaine. 
F ac.Come, noble Doétor, pray thee, let's preuaile, 

This isthe Gentleman, and he is no Cbianfe, 

S v B. Captaine, I have rerurn’d youall my anfwere, 

I would doe much S*. for your loue — Bur this 

I neither may,nor can. F A c.Tut,doe not fay fo. 

You deale, now, with a noble fellow, Doctor, 

Onethar will chanke you,r:chly, andh’is no Césau/e: 

Let that S*, moue you.S v 8, Pray you, forbeare. Fac.He has 
Foure Angels, here. S v 8. Youdoe me wrong good S*, 

F ac. Doétor, wherein ? To tempt youwith ehefe {pirits? 

S v8. Tocempe my art, and loue,Sir,to my perill, 

Fore heau'n, J fcarfecan thinke you are my friend, 
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That fo would draw me to apparane danger. 
F Ac.I draw you? A horfe draw you, anda halter, 
You,and your Flies together, D A v. Nay, good Captaine. 
F ac. That know no difference of inen. S v 8. Good words S*, 
F ac,Good deeds,S'. Doctor Dogges-mouth. Slight! bring 
No cheating { Lem~o'she-( loaghs,or C larsbels, (you 
Thatlooke as bigge as fine, and fifty, and flaj),, 
And {pit out fecrets, like hot Cultard D a rp, Captayne, 
F ac.Nor any melancholike vnder-Sersbe, 
Shall tell the Vicar : but, a {peciall Gentle, 
That is che Heire to forty markes, a ycare, 
Conforts with the {mall Poers of the time, 
Is the fole hope of his uld Grand-Mother, 
That knowes the Law, and writcs you lixe fayre Hands, 
Is a fine Clearke, and has his Ciphring perfeat, 
Willtake his oth,o’the Greeke Teffument, 
If need be, in his pocket : andcan court 
His MiftreiTe, out of Onid, D A P,. Nay, deare Captayne. 
F ac, Didyounottell me, fo ?D A p. Yes, but I'Id ha’you 
Vile M'. Doctor, with fome more refpec. 
F a c.Hang him proud Stagg, with his broad veluet head. 
But, for your fake, I’ld choake ereI would change 
Anarticle of breath, with fuch a Puck-filt, 
Come ket’s be gone. S v 8.Pray you,le’me fpeake with you. 
D a p. His worfhip calls you, Captayne. F ac. 1 amforry, 
J e’re imbarqu’d my felfe, infuch a bulines, 
Dar. Nay good S', He did call you. F a c.Will he take,then ? 
Sv 8.Firft, heareme —F Ac. Nota fyllable, ‘letTe you take. 
S v 8. Pray yeS*. F ac. Vponnotermes,but an 4/fwmp/it. 
Sv 8.Your Humor muit be Jaw. F ac. Why now S", talke. 
Now, I dareheare you with mine honour, Speake. _—({pring, 
So may this Gentlemantoo.S v 3, Why S*. F ac. No whi- 
S v 8. Fore Heau’n,you doc not apprehend the lotfe 
You doe your felfe, inthis. F ac. Wherein ? For what? 
Sv Bb. Mary, to be fo'importunate for one, 
That, when he has it, willvndoe you all ; 
He'll 
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He'll winnevp all themoney i’the Towne. 
Fac, How!Svs. Yes, Andblow vp Gamfter, after Gamfter, 
As they doe crackers, inn a Puppst-play. 
If I doe giuchima Familiar, 
Giue you him all you play for ; neuer fet him: 
For hewill haue it. F a c. Y’aremi(taken, Do@or. 
Why, he do’s aske one but for Cuppes,and Horfes, 
Aritling Fly snoneo’your great Fawilsars, 
D ap. Yes, Captayne, I would haue it, for all games. 
Svs. Itoldyoufo. F A c.’Slight, that’s anew bufinetle ! 
I vnderftood you, atame Bird,to flye 
Twile ina Terme, or fo ; on Friday nights, 
When you had left the Office : for a Nagg, 
Of forty, or fifty thillings. D a p.I’tis erue, Sir, 
But I doe thinke, now, I fhall leauethe Lawe, 
And therefore. F a c-Why this changes quite the cafe! 
Do’you thinke, that I dare moue him? D a p.If you pleafe,Sir, 
All's oneto him, I {ee. F A c. What? forthat money 2 
I cannotwith my Confcience. Nor fhould you 
Make the requeft,methinkes, D 4 p.No, Sir, I meane 
Toadde conlideration. F Ac. VVhy,then,Sir, 
I'll ery. Say, thacit were for all games,Dodtor ? 
S v 8.1 fay, then, not amouth fhall eatefor him 
At any Oraszary, but o'the Score, 
That is a gaming mouth, conceiue me, F Ac. Indeed ! 
S v 8, He'll draw youall the treafure of the realme, 
If it beferhim. F a c. Speake you this from are? 
S v8.1, Sir, and reafontoo; the ground of art. 
H’is o’the onely beft complexion 
The Queene of Fasrie loves, F ac. VVhat ! is he! Svs,Peace. 
He'll ouer-heare you. Sir, fhould the but fee him — 
F ac. VVhat? S v 8.Donot youtell him, Fac.VVill hewin at 
S v 8. The Spirits of dead Holland, living J/aac, (cardes tog? 
You'ld {weare, were in him :fuch avigorous luck 
As cannot be refifted, Slight he'll put 
Sixeo'your Gallants, toa cloake, indeed. 
C Pac 
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Fac.A ftrange fuccctle, that (ome man fhall be bornetoo |! 

Svan. Heeheares you, man. Dap. Sir, enor be ingratefull, 

Fac.Faith,! haue aconfidence in his good nature : 

You heare, he fayes. he will not be ingratetull, 

Svs, VVhy,as you pleafe,my venture followes yours, 

Fac. Troth,doe it Doctor. Thinke him erulty,and make him, 

Hee may make vs both happy inan hower : 

Winnefome fiue thoufand pound, and fend vs two on’t. 

Dar. Beleeue it, and Iwill, Sir, Fac. And you thall, Sir. 

You haue heard all ? Dar.No, what was'’t ? Nothing,I Sir. 

Fac, Nothing ? Dar. A little, Sir, Fac,Well, arare Searre 

Ra'gn’d,at your birch. Dap, At mine Sir? No.F 4c. The Do@or 

Swearcs that you are — Svs.Nay Captayn, Yo'lltell all, new. 

Fac.Allied tothe Queene of Faerse. DAp.Who ? that Iafn ? 

Belceue it, no fuch matter, Fac. Yes,and that 

Yo'wereborne with a Caule o'your head, D4 7.Who fayes{o? 
Fac,Come, 

You know it wellinough, though vou ditfemble ie. 

Dap. fac, ] doenot. You are miftaken. Fac. How! 

Sweare by your fac ? and in athing foknowne 

Vato the Doctor ? How fhall we, Sir, truft you 

I'the other matter ? Can we eucr thinke, 

When you haue wonne fiue, or fixe thoufand pound, 

Yo'll fend vs fhares in’t, by this rate ? Dar. By Gad, Sir, 

Til winne ten thoufand pound, and fend you halfe. 

I fac is no othe, Svs. No, no, hedid but ieft, 

F Ac. Goe too, Goe,thanke the Doctor. Heis your friend, 

Totakeit fo, Dar.I thanke his VVorthip, Fac. So? 

Another Angell, Dar MuftI?Fac. Mult you? Slighe, 

WVhatelfeis Thankes ? Will you be criviall? Do@or, 

VVhen muft he come. for his Familiar ? 

Dap. Shall Inothait with me ?Svs.O, good Sir, 

There muft a world of ceremonies paife, 

You matt be bath’d, and fumigated, firft ; 

Befides, the Queene of Faerse do’snotrile, 

Till it be noone. F Ac. Not,if fhedaunc’d,to nighe, 
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Svs. And fhe nwt bleffeit. Fac. Di& you neuer {ee 
Her royall Grace,yet ? Dap. Whom? Fx¢, Your Aunt of Faerie? 
Svs.Not, fince the kilt him, in the ceadle, Captayne, 
Ican refolue you that. FAc.VVell, (ee her. Gauge, 
Whatere itcoft you, for a thing that I know, 

Ie will be fomewhat hardto compaife : But, 

How cuer, fee her. You are made, beleeuc it, 

If you can fee her. Her Grace is a lonewoman, 

And very rich, and if thetakea phant'fye, 

She will doe ftrange things. See her, atany hand. 
*Slid, fhe may haprco leauc youall fhe has : 

Itis the Dodtors feare. Dar. How will’'t be done, then 2 
Fac. Let mealonetake you nothought, Doc you 
But fay to me, Captayne, I'll fee her Grace. 
Dap.Captain,I'll fee herGraee.F ac.Inough.Svs.Who’s there? 
Anone, (Conduct him forth, by the back way) 

Sir, againftone a Clock, prepare your felfe. 

Till when you mutt be falting ; onely, take 

Three drops of vinegar, in, at your nofe ; 

Two at your mouth ; and one, at eyther care ; 

Then, bath your fingers endess and, wath your eyes ; 
To fharpen your fiue Senfes ; and, cry Hum, 

Thrife; and then Bax, as often ; and then, Come. 
Fac.Can youremember this ? Dap.] warrant you. 

F ac. Well,then,away. “Tis,but your beftowing 
Some twenty nobles, ’mong her Graces Seruants ; 
And,put on acleane fhirt : You doe not know 

What grace her Grace may doc youin cleanelinnen. 


ACT.1. SCENE. 3. 


SVBTLE. DavGGER, FACE. 
Co in. Good wiues, I pray you forbeare me, now, 
TrothI can doe you no good, till afternoone. 
Whatis your name, fay you, Abel Drugeer ? Dav.Yes,Sir, 
Svs.A {ellerof Tobacco? Drv.Yes,Sir, Svs. Vimh, 
Free of the Grocers ? Da v,I,and’t pleafe you. Sv.Well, 
C2 Your 
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Your bufines, 4be/2 Dav. This,and’t pleafe your worfhip, 

I'am a yong beginnes,and am building — 

Of anew fhop, and like your worfhup ; iuft, 

Accorner of a freee: (Here's the ploton't.) 

And I would know, by art, Sir, ofyour Worfhip, 

Which way I fhould make my dure, by Veeremantie, 

And, where my Shelues, And, which fhould be for Boxes, 

And, which for Potts. I would be glad to thriue, Sir, 

And,1 was wifh’d to your Worfhip, by a Gentleman, 

One Captaine Face,that fay’s you know mens Planets, 

Andtheir good Angels,aud their bad. Svs.1 doe 

IfI doe feelhem. Fac. VVhat! my honeft Abel? 

Thou art well met, here. Da v. Troth, Sir, I was {peaking, 

Iuft, as your VVorhhip came here,of your VVorfhip, 

I pray you, {peakc forme to M'. Doétor. 

F ac. He thall doeany thing. Doctor,doe you heare ? 

Thisis my friend, e4e/,an honeft fellow, 

Helets me haue good Tobacco,and he do’snoe 

Sophifticate it, with Sack-lees,or Oyle, 

Nor wathes it in Mafcadell, and Graines, 

Nor buries it, in gravell,vnder ground, 

Wrap’d vp in greafieleather, or pitl'd cloutes : 

But keepes it in fine Lilly-pots, that open‘d, 

Smell like conferue of Rofes, or French Beanes, 

Hehas his Maple block, his filuertongs , 

WV inchefter pipes, and fire of Iuniper, 

A neate, {pruce-honeftefellow,and no Goldmith. 

Svs.H's a fortunate fellow, that I am fure on. 

Fac, Already, Sir,ha’you found it ?Lo'thee Abel! 

Svs. And, in righe way to'ward riches, Fac. Sir, Svs. This 
Summer, 

He will beof the Clothing of his company, 

And, next (pring, call’d to the Scarlet. Spend what hecan. 

Fae. What,and fo little beard ? Sv.Sir, you muft thinke, 

He may hauea receipt,to make hayrecome. 

But he'll bewife, preferue his youth,and fine fort : 
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His fortune lookes for him, another vay, 

Fac.’Slid, Do@or, how cantt chou know this fo foone? 

I'am amuf‘d,at that | Svs. By a rule,Captayne, 

In MetapofeopiewhichI doe worke by, 

Acertaine Starre ithe forehead,which you fee nox, 

Your Cheft-nue, or your Oliue-colourd face 

Do's neuer faylesand your long Eare doth promife, 

I knew’e, by certaine {potts too, in his teeth, 

Andon thenayle of his Mercurial finger. 

Fac. Which finger'’sthat ? Svs. His little finger, Looke, 

Yo'were bornevpon a Wenlday. Dav. Yes,indeed, Sir, 

Svs, The Thumbe,in Chirencantie,we giue Venus ; 

The Fore-fingerto Jone ; the Midft, to Saturne 5 

The Ringto Sef, the Lealt , to ALercarie : 

Who was the Lord, Sir, ofhis lel 

His Hoxfe of life being Lsbra, Which forefhew'd, 

He fhould bea Marchantand fhould crade with Ballance. 

Fac, VVhy, this is ftrange ! Is‘tnot, honeft Nab? 

Svs. There is a Ship now, comming from Ormen's, 

That thall yeeld him, fuch aCommoditie 

Of Drugs. This isthe Welt, and this the South ? 

Dav. Yes, Sir. Svs. Andthofe are your two fides ? Drv. ISir. 

Svs. Makeme your Dore, then,South ; your broad fide, Welt : 

And, on the Eaft- fide of your fhop, aloft, 

Write Mathlaj,T armiel,and Baraberat ; 

VpontheNorth-part, Rael, Velel,T biel, 

They arethenames of thofe Afercarias (pirits, 

That doe fright flyes from boxes, Dav. Yes,Sir, Svs. And 

Beneath your threfhold, bury me a Loade-ftone 

To draw in Gallanes,chat weare {purres: The reft, 

They'll feeme to follow. Fac. That's afecret, Nab. 

Svs. And,on your ftall,a Puppet, with a vice, 

Anda Coxrt-fucns, to call Citie-Dames, 

You hhall deale much, with A/imeradls, Drv. Sir, I haue, 

At home, already — Svs.I, 1 know,youhaue e4rfaike, 

Vitriol, Sal Tartre, Argaile, eAtkaly, 
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(sroper, 1 know all. Th* fellow, Captayne, 

Will come, intime, t- be a great Diitiller, 

And giue a fay (I ustal not fay directly, 

Bue very fayre) at the Philo; ophers (tone. 

Fac. Why,niow now 45¢/! Ischis true? Dx v.Good Captayne, 

What mult I giue 2 Fac. Nay, Ienotcounfell thee. 

Thor hearft,what wealeh,he fayes,fpend what thou canft, 

Th‘artliketo come too. D> v.I would gi’him aCrowne. 

Fac, A Crowne ? Andtoward fucha fortune ? Hare, 

Thou fhalerather gihimn thy fhop. No Gold about thee 2 

Drv. Yes, hauea Portagne,] ha'kept this halfe yeare. 

Fac. Outonthee, Naé,’Slight, there was {uch an offer, 

’Shalekeepe’t no longer, V'll git him forthee ? 

Doétor, Naé prayes your Worfhip, to drinke chis,and fweares 

He will appeare more gratefull.as your skill 

Do's raife him in the world, Dr v.I would intreae 

Another fauor of his Worfhip. Fac.Whatis’t, Nab ? 

D.v.But, tolooke ouer, Sir, my e4/manack, 

And croffe out my Il-dayes,that 1 may neither 

Bargaine,nor trult vpon them, Fac,T hat he hall, Nab. 

Leaucit, it fhall be done, ‘gainft afrernoone, 

Svs. Anda direction for his thelues, Fac.Now, Nab? 

Artthou well pleaf‘d, Nab ? Dz v. Thank, Sir,both your Wor- 
fhips, Fac. Away, 

Why, now, you finoaky perfecuter of Nature, 

Now, doe you fee, that fomething’s to be done, 

Belide your Beech-coale, and your Cor'liue waters, 

Your Crotfe-lets,Crucibles,and Cucurbites 2 

You mutt haue ftuffe,brought home to you,to worke on 2 

And, ver,youthinke,! am at no expente, 

In fearching out thele vaines, then following ‘hem, 

Then trying'hem out,’Fore God, my intelligence 

Cofts me more money,then my fhare oft comestoo, 

In theferare workes.Sv 8, You are pleafant,Sir, How now ? 


Act. 
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ACT.1. SCENE. 4. 


Face. Dot, SVBTLE, 


VV: at fay’s, my dainty Delkin? Dox. Yonder Fith-wife 
Will not away. And there’s your Giantefle, 

The Baud of Lambeth, Svs Hart, I cannot {peake with’hem, 
Do. Not, afore night,] haue told’hem,in a vuice, 
Thorough the Trunke, like onc of your Fam/sarr, 

But I haue [pied Sir Epscwre Alammen, Svs. Where ? 
Doi.. Comming along, at far end of the lane, 

Slow of his feete, but earneft of his congue, 

To one, that’s with him. Svs. «Face, Goe you, and hift, 
Del, you mutt prefently make ready, too, 

Dox, Why, what’sthe matter ? Svs. O, I didlooke for him 
With the funnes rifing. “Mcruaile, he could fleepe, 

Thisis the day, I amto pertect for him 

The ALigifterswm,our great woke, the Stones 

And oat it, made, into his hands : Of which, 

He has, this month, talk’d,as he were potleil’d on’, 

And, now, hee’s dealing peeces on't,away. 

Mé thinkes, I (ee him, entring Ordinaries, 

Difpenfing for the poxes and Plaguy-houfes, 

Reaching his dofe ; Walking More.fields for Lepers s 

And offring Citizens Wiues Pomander Bracelets, 

As his preferuatiue, made of the E&xir 5 

Searching theSpittle, to make old Baudes yong 5 

Andthe High waies, for Beggars, co make rich. 

Ifeeno end of his labours. He will make 

Nature afham’d, of her long fleepe, when ert, 

Who's but a Scep-dame, fhall doe more, then thee, 

In her beft louero Man-kinde, cuer could, 

Ifhis Dreame laft, Hee'l turne the Age, to Gold, 
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ACT. 2. SCENE.r. 


MAMON, SVRLY. 


Ome on, Sir. Now, you fet your foote, on Shore 

In WWowo Orbe; Here's therich Pers : 
And there within, Sir,are the golden Mines 
Great Salomon's Oplé-. He wasfayling to’e 
Three yeares,but we hauc reach’d it inten Months. 
This is the day,wherein, to all my friends, 
I will pronounce the happy wort’, Be rich, 
This day, you hall be S'peé7ats/sems, 
You fall no more deale with the hollow Die, 
OrthefraileCard. No tnore be at charge of keeping 
The Liuery-punke, for my yong Heyre,that mu 
Scale, at all howers, in his fhirt. Nomore 
If he deny, ha’him beaten to’t,as he is 
That brings him thecommoditie. No more 
Shall thirft uf fateen,or the couctous hunger 
Of veluet entrayles, fora rude: {pun cloake, 
Tobe difplayd at Afadam Augujta’s, make 
The fownes of Sword,and Hazard fall before 
The golden Calfe,and on their knees,whole nighes, 
CommitIdolatry with Wine,and Trumpets 
Or goe a fealting,after Drum and Enfigne, 
No more of this. You fhall {tart vp yong Viceeroses, 
And haue your Punques,and Punquettees, my Swr/y. 
And vnto thee, I {peake it firft, Be rsch. Pitts Cx 
Whereis my Sudrle,there? Within Hough ? 3 =X é Sit, 
Hee'll come to you, by and by. MAm. That's his Fire-drake, 
His Lungs,his Zephyrs, he chat puffes his coales, 
Till he firke Nature, vp, in her owne center. 
You are not faithfull, Sir, This night, I'll change 
All, thacis mettall, in my houfe, to gold. 
And, early in the morning, will I fend 
To all the Plumbers, and the Peuterers, 

And 
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And buy their Tinne, and Lead vp : andto Lothbury, 

For all che copper, Svr., What,and turne that too ? 

Mam. Yes, and I'll purchafe Desonjbire,and Cornwaile, 
And make them perfect Jndées. You admire now ? 
Svr.No faith, Mam. But when youfee ch’effeéts of the great 

medicine! 

Of which one part proieéted ons hundred 

Of Merenrie,or Venus,or the Afoone, 

Shall turne it, toas many of che Sanne; 

Nay,toa thoufand, [0 4d infixitnns : 

You will belecue me. Sva, Yes, when I {ee’t, 1 will. 

But, if my eyes doe coflen me fo(andI 

Giuing’hem no occalion) fire, 'llhaue 

A Whore, hall pitle‘hem out next day. M A Mm. Ha ! Why? 
Doe you thinke, I fable with you / Iaffure you, : 
He that hasoncethe Flower of the Suune; 
The perfect R #by,which we call Efxir, 

Not onely can doe that, but by it’s vertue, 

Can confer honour, loue, refpect, long life, 

Giuc fafty, valure: yea, and victory, 

To whom he will. Ineight,and twenty dayes, 
I'll make an Old man, of fourefcore, a Childe. 

Svr. No doubt hee’is that already. Mam. Nay, I meane, 
Reftore his yeares, renew him, like an Eagle, 

To the fifth age; make him get Sonnes,and Daughters, 
Yong Giants s as our Philefepters haue done 

(The antient Patriarkes afore the flood ) 

But taking, once a wecke, on a kniues pointe, 
The quantitie of a grayne of Multard, of it: 
Become ftout 14erffes, and begct yong ( apids. 
Svr. Thedecay'd Veftall’s of Pickt-batch would thanke you, 
That keepe the Gre a-liue,chere. Mam. Tis the fecret 

Of Nature, naturiz’d ’gain{tall infeétions, 
Cures all difeafes, comming of all caufes, 
A month’s griefe, in a day ;a yeares,in ewelue : 

And, of what agefo cuer, in a month, — 
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Paft all the dofes, of your drugging Dodtors. 

Vil vndertake, withall, co fright the Plague 

Out o’the kingdome, in three months, Svx, And I’! 
Be bound, the Péayers fhall fing your praifes. chen, 
Without their Poees, M4m.Sir,Ull doo'e. Meane time, 
I'll giue away fo much, vnto my man, 

Shall ferue h’whole Citic, wich preferuatiue, 

Weekely, each houfe his dofe, andat the rate — 
Svx.As herhae buile che Water-worke, dos with water? 
M Am. Youare incredulous, Svr.Faith,I haue a humor, 
I would not willingly be gull’d. Your Stewe 

Cannot tranfinute me. MAM. Pertinax,Surly, 

Will you beleeue Antignitie 2 Recoraes ? 

Vil thew youa Booke, where AZo/es, and his § iter, 

And Salomew haue written, of the Art ; 

I, anda Treatife penn'd by eam. Svx How ! 
MAM.O'the Philofophers fiene, andin hich Darch, 
Svx.Did Adam write, Sir, in big6 Dutch ? MAM.He did: 
Which proues it was the Primitiue tongue. Svr.What Paper ? 
Mam.On Cedar board, Svr.O that, indecd (they fay) 
"Will Jaft ‘gainft wormes, Mam. ’Tis like your Jrif wood, 
"Gainft Cobwebs, 1 haue a peece of /4/ens fleece, too, 
Which was no other, chen a Bookeof e-4ichemie, 

Writ in largetheepeeskin, a good fat Ram-Vellam, 

Such was Pythagora’s thigh, ‘Pandora's tub ; 

And, all chat fable of Afcdeas charmes, 

The manner of our worke : The Bails,our Fornace, 

Still breathing fire ; our Argemr-vine, the Dragon : 

The Dragons teeth, AZercwrie fublimate, 

That keepes the whitenetfe,hardnetle andthe biting ; 
Andthey are gather'd, into Jafon’s belme, 
(Th’etlembeke) and then fowdin Atars his field, 
And, thence, fublim’d (0 often, till they are fix'd, 

Both this, th’He/perian Garden, Cadmus ftory, 

Joue's fhower, the boone of Atidas, Areas eyes, 

Boccace his Dewsegorgon, thoufands more, 

All abftract Riddles of our Stone. How now ? Act, 
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ACT. 2. SCENE. 2. 


MAMMON, FAcE, SVRLY. 


Oc we fucceed? Is our day come 2and hold’sit ? 
Fac.The euening will (et red,vpon you, Sir, 
You hauecolour forit,crimfon, che red Fermsest 
Has done his office. Three howers hence, prepare you 
To {ee proiection. MAM, Pertinax, my Surly, 
Againe, I fay tothee, aloud: Be rich, 
This day, thou fhale hauc Ingots : and, tomorrow, 
Giue Lords th’affront. Is it, my Zephyres, right ? 
Bluthes the Bolts-head 2 F a c. Likea Wench with Child, Sir, 
That were,but now, difcouer’d to her Matter, 
Mam.Excellene witty Langs, My onely care is, 
Whereto get ftuffe, inough now, to proiect on 
This cowne will not halfeferue me. FAc.No Sir ? Take 
The couering of o’Churches. MAM, That's true. FAac.Yes, 
Lethem ftand bare, as doetheir Auditorie, 
Or cap ‘hem, new, with Shingles.M A m.No,good Thatch, 
Thatch will lie light, vpo'the rafters Langs, 
Lungs, Twill manumitthee, from the Fornace ; 
I willreftoretheethy complexion, Paffe, 
Loft in the embers; and repayrethis brayne, 
Hurt with the fume o’the Mertalls, Fac.I haueblowne,Sir, 
Hard foryour Worfhips throwne by many a Coale, 
When twas not Beech 5 weigh’d thofe I put in, iuft, 
To keepe your heate, {till cuen ; Thefe bleard eyes 
Haue wak d,to reade your feuerall colours, Sir, 
Of the pale (stron,chegreene Lion, the Crow, 
The Peacocks tayle, the plumed Swan. Mam.And, laftly, 
Thou haft defcried the Flower, the Sangwis Agus? 
Fac.YesSir.Mam.Where’s Malter?F ac.At’s prayers, Sir, hee, 
Good man, he’s doing his deuotions, 
For the fuccefle. Mam.Langs, I will fet a period, 
To all thy labours : Thou thale be the Mafter ne 
Dz 
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Of my Sezaglit, Fac.Good, Sir. MAm.Butdoe you heare ? 
I'll geld you'Lungs, Fac. Yes, Sir. MAm-For! doe meane 
To hauealift of Wiues, and Concubines, 

AEquall with Salomon ,who had the Stone 

Alike,with me 3 and 1 will make me, a back 

With the E/ixir, that hall be as cough 

As Hercules, to encounter fifty a night. 

Thiart fure,thou fawft it blood ? Fac. Both blud,c& /pirit, Sir, 
Mam, I will haueall my beds,blowne vp ; not ftuft: 
Downe is too hard. And then, mine Owe/ Roome, 
Fill’d with fuch pi€tures, as Taberéns tooke 

From Elephants : and dull Aretine 

But coldly imitated. Then, my Glatfes, 

Cut in more fubtill angles, to difperfe, 

And multiply the figures, as [ walke 

Naked betweene my Swccube, My miltes 

I’'le haue of perfume, vapor'd’bout the roome, 

To loofe our feluesin ; and my bathes, like pittes 
To fall into : from whence, wewill come forth, 

And roule vs dry in Gotfamour, and Rofes. 

Is it ariu’dat Réy ? Where I {pie 

A wealthy Cittizen, or rich Lawyer, 

Haue afublim’d pure Wife, vnto that fellow 
I'lifenda thoufand pound, to be my Cuckold, 
Fac.And I hall carry it. Mam.No,!‘Il ha’no baudes, 
But Fathers,and Mothers. And my flatterers, 

Shall be the beft, and graueft of Diuines, 

ThatI can get for money. My mere fooles, 
Eloquent Burgetles,and then my Poets 

The fame that writ fo fubtly of the Fare, 

Whom I will entertaine, till, for that Swbied?. 

The few, that would giue outthemfelues tobe 
Court, and Towne-Stallions, and, each where, belye 
Ladies,who’are knowne moft innocent, for them ; 
Thofewill] begge,to makeme Ewnnchs of : 

And they fhall fanneme, with ten Eftrich Tayles 
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Apiece, made ina plume, to gather winde, 

We will be braue, Paffe, nowwe ha’the Afea’cine, 

My Meate, fhall all come in,in /#dsas fhells, 

Dithes of Agat, fetin Gold, and ftudded 

With Emeralds, Saphires,H jacinths, and Rubies, 
Thetongues of Carpes, Dormife, and Camels heeles, 
Boyl'di'the {pirit of Sod, and difTolu’d Pearle, 

( Apicises diet, gainft the ceed 

And I will eate thefebroaths, with {poones of Amber, 
Headed with Diamant, and Carbuncle, 

My foote-Boy fhall eate Phefants, caluerd Salmons, 
Knots, Godwits, Lamprey’s : I my felfe will haue 
The beards of Barbels, feru’d, in ftead of fallades , 
Oyld Muthromes ; and the weap vn¢tuous papps 
Ofa fat pregnant Sow, newly cutoff, 

Dreft with an exquifite, and poynant fauce ; 

For which, Ile fay vato my Cooke, There's gold, 
Goe forth,and bea Knight, F Ac. Sir, I'll goelooke 

A litcle,how it heightens. MAm.Doe, My Shirts 

I'll haue of Taffata-farfnet, oft, and light 

As Cobwebs § and for all my other rayment 

Ie hall be (uch, as might prouoke the Perfian: 

Were hetoceach the world riot, a new. 

My Gloues of Fifhes, and Birds -skinnes, perfum’d 
With Gummes of Paradsfe,and Ealterne ayre — 
Svr.And do’you thinke to haue the Stowe, with this ? 
MAmM.No, I doe thinke, (haueall this, with the Stone. 
Svr. Why, I haue heard, hemult be Homo fragi, 


A pious, holy,and reli man, 

One free from mortall fiane,a very Virgin, 

Mam. Thatmakes ir,Sir, he is fo, But I buy it. 

My venter brings ieme. He, honeft wretch, 

A notable, fuperftitious, good foule, 

Has wome his knecs dare, and his flippers bald, 

With prayer, and fatting for it: And Sir, lechim 

Doit alone, for me, itill. Here he comes, 

Not a prophane word, afore him : ‘Tis poyfon. AeT. 
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ACT.2. SCENE. 3. 


MAMMON, Sv8SrLe. SvrLyY. Face, 


C333 morrow, Father, Svs.Gentle Sonne, good morrow, 
And, to your friend, there. What is he, is with you? 
Man.An Heretsgue,that I did bring along, 

In hope, Sir, to conuert him, Sv5.Sonne, I doubt 

Yo are couctous, that thus you meete your time 

che iuft point ; prevent your day, at morning. 

This argues fomething, worthy of a feare 

Of importune, andcarnall appetite. 

Take heed, you doe not caufe the bleffing leaue you, 
With your vngouern‘d haft. I fhould beforry, 

To fee my labours, now, cene at perfection, 

Got by long watching, and large patience, 

Not profper, where my Loue, and Zeale hath plac’d*hem. 
Which (heauen I callto witnetle, with your felfe, 

To whom, I have pour’d my thoughts) inall my endes, 
Haue Jook’d no way, but vnto publique good, 

To pious vfes,and deare Charitie 

No grownea prodigiewith men. Wherein 

If you, my Sonne, fhould,now, przuaricate, 

And, to your owne particular lu{ts, employ 

So great, and catholique a blitle ; Befure, 

A curfewill follow, yea,and ouertake 

Your fubtle, and moft fecret wayes. MAmM.I know, Sir, 
You shall not need to feare me. I but come 

Toha’you contute this Gentleman. Kho is, 
Indeed, Sir, fomewhat cauttiue of beleefe 
Toward your Stone, Would not be guil’d. Svs-Well, Sonne, 
All that [can conuince him in, isthis, 

The orke isdone : Bright So/is in his robe, 

We haue a wsed'cine of the triple Soule, 

The glorified /pirit, T hankes be to heauen, 

And make vs worthy of it, V/en/piegle, 


Fac. 
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Fac. Anone Sir. Svs, Looke well tothe Regifter, 

Andlet your heate, Bill, letlen by degrees, 

Torhe Alade/s. Fac. Yes Sir. Svs.Did you looke 

O'the Bolts-head yet ? Fac.Which onD. Sir? Svs,I. 

What’s the complexion ? Fac. Whitith. Svs.Infufe vinegars, 

To draw his volatsle fubffance, and histincture s 

And let chewater in Glaffe E. be felered, 

And putintothe Gripes egge. Lute him,well , 

And feaue himclofd in Balveo, Fac. I will,Sir. 

Svr.What a brave language here is ? next to Canting ? 

Svs. Vhave another worke;you neuer faw,Sonne, 

Thar, three dayes fince, paft the ‘Philefopbers wheele, 

Inthe lentheate of Arbaner ; and’s become 

Sulobur enature, MAM. But ‘tis for mee ? Svs. What need 

you? 

You haue inough, in thatis, perfect. Mam. O, but— 

Svp.Why this isCouetife ! MAM.No,1 aflure you, 

Ifhallemploy itall, in pious vies, 

Founding oft Colleges, and Grammar Schoeles, 

Marrying yong Vergins, building He/picals, 

Andnow,andthena Charch.SvB.How now.F AC,Sir,pleafe you, 

Shall I notchangethe fe/tre ?Sv5,Mary,yes. 

And bring methe complexion of Gleffe B, 

Mam.Ha’you another ? Svs. Yes Sonne,were! aflur'd 

Your piety were firme, we would notwant 

The meanesto glorificit. But | hopethe beft : 

I meane to tint C. in /and-beste, to morrow, 

And giue him ss»bibstion, MAM. Of white oyle? 

SvB.No Sit of red, F.is come ouer the be/me too, 

I thanke my Maker,in S, AZaries bath, 

And fhewes Lac Virgsnis. Bletled be heauen. 

I fent you of his feces there, calcin'd, 

Out of thatca/x,Vha’'wonne the /alt of Mercurie, 

Mao. By pouring on your reéfefied water ? 

Svs, Yes,and reuerberating in -itbanor. 

How now ? What colour fayesit ?F ac, The Ground ae Sir. 
AMe 
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MAM. That’s your Crowes bead.Svz.Your Cock{comb’s,is’‘tnot? 

Svs.No, Tis not perfect,would it were the Crow, 

That worke wants fomeching. Svx.O, I look’d for this. 

The hay isa pitching. SvB,Are youfure, youloofd’hem 

Vcheir owne senfirwe ? Fac. Yes,Sir,and then married’-hem, 

And put’hem in a Bolts-head, nipp'dto dige/ison, 

According as you bad me; when I fet 

Theliguor ef Aiars to circulation, 

Inthe faniie heate. Svs. The procetfe,then,was right. 

Fac.Yes, by the token, Sir, the Retort brake, 

And what was fau'd, was putinto the Pelicane, 

And fign’d with Hermes /eale. v3.1 thinke’twas fo. 

We fhould havea new eAmalgama, SvVR.O, this Ferret 

Isranke as any Pole-cat, Svs.BuetI care not. 

Let him e’ene dy; wee huue enough,befide, 

In Embrion, Hha’s his whse birt on? Fac. Yes,Sir, 

Hee'sripe for iaceration ; He ftands warme, 

In his 4fb-fire. I would not, you fhould let 

Any dyenow, ifI might councell Sir, 

For lucks-faketo the reft, Itis not good. 

Mam. Hefayes right. Svr. I, are you bolted ? Fac. Nay, 

Iknow’e Sir, 

Vhauefeene th’ill fortune, Whatisfome thir Ounces 

Of freth matersals? MAm. Ist no more? Fac No more,Sir, 

Of Gold, t'amalgame, with fome fixe of AL> ceri, 

Mam.Away,here’s Money. What will fe: ue, Fac. Aske hien,Sir, 

Mam. Howmuch ? Svs, Giue him nine pound, you may 

g’him ten. 

Svr.Yestwenty,and be coffend, Doe. MAM. There ‘tis, 

Svs.This needs not. But that youwill haue it, fo, 

Tofeeconclufions of all. For two 

Of our inferiour workes are at fixation, 

Athird isin 4/cenfion, Goe your wayes, 

Ha’you fet the Oyle of Lana in Kemsa? 

Fac, Yes,Sir. Svp.And the Phil:fopbers vinegar ? F ac.1. 

Svx.We hal hauea fallad.Mam.Whendo you make proieflion? 
Svs, 
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Svs.Sonne, benothafty,I exalt our Aded’cine, 

By hanging him in Balwes Vaporefes 

And giuing him (olution ; chen congeage hims 

Andehen 5 a him; thenagaine congeale him; 

For looke, how oft! iterate the worke, 

So many ti:nes, I adde vnto his vertue, 

As, ifat firft, one Ounce conuerta hundred, 

After his fecond loofe, he'll turne a thoufand ; 

Histhird folution, ten ; hisfourth a hundred, 

After his fifth, 2 thoufand thoufand Ounces 

Of any imperfect mettall, into pure 

Siluer, or Gold, in all examinations, 

As good, as any of thenaturall Mine. 

Get you your ftuffe here, againft afternoone, 

Your BratTe, your Pewter, and your Andirons. 
Mam.Notthofeof iron ?Svs.Yes. You may bring them, too, 
We'll change all meteall’s, Svr.I beleeue you, in that. 
Mam.Then I may fend my Spitts ? Svs.Yes,and your Racks, 
Sv x. And Dripping-pannes,and Pot-hangers,and Hookes? 
Shall henot? Svs.ifhe pleafe. Svx. To be an Affe. 

Svs. How Sir ! Mam.This Gent’man,you mult beare withall. 
I told you, he had no faith. Sv .And little hope, Sir, 

But, much letfe charitie,fhould! gull mv felfe. 

Svs.Why what haue you obferu’d, Sir, in our Art, 

Seemes fo impollible ? Sv 2 .Bue your whole worke,no more. 
That, you fhould ha:ch Gold in a Fornace, Sir, 

As they doeegges in Eeypt. Svs.Sir, doe you 

Beleeue that eggesare hatch’d fo ? SVr.If 1 fhould2 
Svs.Why,I thinke that the greater Miracle. 

No Egge, but differs from a Chicken, more, 

Then AZ:tralls inthem(elues, Svx.That cannot be. 

The Ege’s ordain’d by Natwre, tothat end: 
AndisaChicken, in Petentia. 
Svs. The fame we fay of Lead, and other Mettalls, 

Which would be Gold,ifthey had time, M4m.And that 


Our Art doth fusder. Svs.J, for ‘twere abfurd 
E To 
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Tothinke that Natare, inthe earth, bred Gold 
Perfect i'the inftant. Something went before. 
There mult be remore Afatrer, SvR.1,whatis that? 
Sve.Mary, wefay. MAm. I,nowit heates,ftand Father, 
Pound him tu Dult, Svs. Itis, ofthe one parr, 
A humide exhalation, which we call 

Afatersa liqusda, or the Vnltues Water ; 

On thother part, a certaine crafle, and vifcous 
Portion of earth ; both which, concorporate, 
Doe maze the elementary matter of Gold : 
Which is not, yet. proprsa materia, 

But commune toall Mettalls, and all Stones. 
For, where it is forfaken of that meyfture, 

And hath more drynetle, it becomes a Seone; 
Where itretaines more of the humid fatnete, 
It curnes to S«/phar,or to Ousch-jiluer : 

Who are theParents of all other Mettals. 

Nar can this remote AZatter,fodainly, 

Progrelle fo from extreme, vnto extreme, 
Asto grow Gold, and leape oreall the meanes. 
Natnre doth, firlt, beget th imperfe@; then 
Proceedes fhee tothe perfect. Of that ayrye, 
And oyly water, Afercury is engendred ; 
Salphure othe fat, andearthy part; theone 
(Which is the lalt)fupplying the place of Azle, 
The other of che Fewsede, inall Mettalls, 

Soine doc beleeue Hermaphrodeitie, 

That both doe aé, and fuffer. But thefe two 
Make thereft ductile, malleable, extenfiue. 

And, euenin Gold, they are; for we doe finde 
Seedes of them, by our fire, and Goldin them; 
And can produce the /pecies ofeach mettall 
More perfect thence, chen Nat«re doth in earth, 
Belide, who doth not fee, in dayly pradtife, 

Art can beget Bees, Hornets, Beetles, Wafpes, 
Out of the Carcatles, and dung of Creatures ; 


Yea, 
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Yea, Scorpions, of an herbe, being ritely plac’d, 
And thefe are living Creatures, far more perfea, 
Andexcellent, then Mettall. Mam. Well faid, Father! 
Nay, if hetake you in hand, Sir, with an argument, 
Hee'll bray you ina Morter. Svr.Pray you, Sir, flay: 
Rather, then ['ll be bray’d, Sir, I'll belceue, 
That eA/chemie isa pretty kindeof Game, 
Somewhat like Tricks o’theCards, to cheat a man, 
Withcharming. Svs. Sir?Sva, What clfeareall your Termes, 
Whereon no one o your /rsers grees with other? 
Of your Eéizsr, your Lae virginit, 
Your Stone, your AMed'cine, and your Chryfc/perme, 
Your Sal, your Sulphur, and your Mercarie, 
Your Oyle of height, your Tree of life, your Blood, 
Your Marchefite, your T atic, your Adagnefia, 
Your Teade, your Crow, your Dragon, and your Panther, 
Your Sgwne, yous Afcone, your Firmament, yout eAdrop, 
Your Lato, -Az0ch,Zernich, Chibrit,Heautarit, 
And then your Red man,and your white wensan 
Wich: all your Broathes, your 44cxffrues, and AMaterialls, 
Of Pitle, and Egge-fhells, Womens termes, Mans blood, 
Hayre o'the head, burnt Cloures, Chalke, Merds, and Clay, 
Poulder of bones, {calings of Iron, glaile, 
And worlds of other ftrange Ingredients, 
Would burft a mantoname, Svs, And all thefe, nam‘d, 
Intending but one thing : wAi#h art our Wrsters 
V(-dtoobfcuretheir Art. NAM. Sir, fol told him, 
Becaufe the fimple Idiot fhould not learne it, 
And makeit valgar, Svs. Was not ail the knowledge 
Of the Azyptians writ in my ftick Syaeboles ? 
Speaxenotthe Scriprures oftin Parables? 
Arcnorthe choyfelt Fables of the Poets, ; 
That were the Fountaines, and firft Springs of #/edeme, 
Wraprt in perplexed eAllegor ies ? MAMol vrg'd that. 
And clear'd to him, ¢hat Sifipbws was damn’d 
To roule theceafletle ftonz, onely, becaufe 

E2 
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He would haue madeourscommon. Who is this ? 

Svs. God's precious — What doe you meane : Goe in, good 

Lady ; Dot u 

Let mcentreat you. Where's this Varler? Fac. Sir? 2 feene. 6 

Svs. You very knaue. Doe you vfe mee, thus? Fac, Wherein 
Sir? 

Svs. Gocin, and fee, you traytor. Goe. Mam. whols it, Sir ? 

Svs.Nothing Sir. Nothing.M 4m.What is the marter 2 Good Sir } 

I haue notfeene you thus diftemp’red. Who is’t? 

SvB.All Artes haue ftill had, Sir,their aduerfaries, 

But ours the moft ignorant. What now ? 

FAc. Twas not my fault, Sir, fhe would {peake with you. 

Svs. Would fhe Sir? Follow me, Mam.ftay Lungs. Fac. Idare 
not Sir, 

Fac. Stay man, whatis fhe? Fac, ALords Sifter, Sir, 

Mam.How J Pray thee ftay?F ac.She’s mad Sir,& fent hether ~ 

(He'll bemad too. Mm, Lwarrant thee.)Why fent hether ? 

Fac, Sir,to becur’d.Svs.Why Raskall ! Fac, Loe you. Here Sir, 

Mam. Fore-God, a Bradamante,a brauc piece ! 

Svr. Hart, this isa baudy-Houfe. Ill be burnt elfe. 

Mam. O,by this light, no. Doe not wrong him. H’is 

Too fcrupulous, that way : Ie is his vice. 

No, h’is a rare Phifition, doe him right, 

An excellent Paraceijian! and has done 

Strange cures with snared a ¢ dealesalf 

With /pirits, he, He will not hear ord 

Of Galen, or histedious R ¢cipee’s, 

How now, Lungs! F ac. Softly, Sir, fpeake foftly. I meane 

To ha’ told your Worhhip all. This muft not heare, 

Mam. No, he will not be gull’d; let himaione. 

Fac. Y’arevery right. Sir. theis a mott rare{chollar ; 

Andis gone mad, with ftudying Br: nghtens workes, 

If you but name a word, touching the Hebrer , 

She falls into her fie, and will difcourfe 

So learnedly of Genealogies, 

As you wouldrunne mad,too, to heare her; Sir, 
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Mam. How might onedoe ¢’haue conference with her, Langs? 

Fac. O,diuters haue runne mad vpon the Conference, 

I due not know, Sir: I am fent in haft, 

To fetch aviale. Sv .Be not gull’d, Sir Afasmeon, 

Mam. Wherein ? ‘Pray ye, be patient Sv. Yes,as you are, 

And truft confederate Knaues,aud Baudes and Whores. 

Mam.Youaretoo foule, belecucit Come here, Zephyrus, 

One word, Fac. dare not,in good faith.MAMe Stay, Knaue, 

Fac.H’is exeremne angry,that you faw her,Sir. 

Mam.Drinke that. What is fhe,when the’s out of her fit 2 

Fac.O themotlt affableft Creature Sir ! fo mery! 

So pleafant ! the’ll mount you vp, like gusck-filwer, 

Oner the belme ; and cerculate, like oyle ; 

A very Vegetal! s dilcourle of State, 

Of Mathematiques, Ban ‘ry, any thing-— 

M 4m. Is fhenoway acceffible 2 no meanes, 

Noerick, to giue a man acalt of her — 

We 2or lo‘ Fac, il cometo youagaine, Sir, 

Mano. Sazly,] did not thinke,one o’your breeding 

Would eraduce perfonages of worth, Svar. Sir Epicare, 

Your friend to vfe. Yet, ftill, loth to be gull’d. 

I doe not like your “Pei f:phscall baudes, 

Their Stone is lecherv mough, to pay for, 

Withourthisbaytre M4m.’Hart,you abufe your felfe. 

I know the Lady,and her friends, and meanes, 

The originall of chis difafter. Her Brother 

H’astoid ine all, Svi.And yet, you ne’refaw her 

Till now ? Mam.O yes, but I forgot. E haue (bcleeuc it) 

One o’thetreacherou’ft incmories, 1 doe thinke, 

Of all oe Svs.What call you her Brother #Mam.My 
Lord— 

He wi'not haue his name knowne.now I thinke ont. 

Svx.A very trecherous memory Mam.O'my faith 

Svrx.Tut if vou hat not about you, palleie, 

Till we m ‘ete next, MAm.Nay.by this hand, tis true. 


He’s one 1 honour, and my noble friend, 
E 3 And 
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And I refpect his Houle. Svz. Hart ! Canicbe, 

That a graue Sir, a rich, that has no need, 

AwifeSir,too, at other times. fhould ghus 

With his owne oathes, and arguments, make hard meanes 
To gull himfelfe 2 And, this be your E/xir,. 

Your Lapis Msaerals, and your Lanarie, 

Giue me your honeft trick, ver, at ‘Primero, 

Or Gleake ; and take your Lwtsms faps:ntis, 

Your Adcn/lraam fimpl-x : Vlhaue Gold, before you, 
And, with lefle danger of the Guick-(iluer ; 

Or the hot Sulphur. F ac.Here’s one from Captaine Face,Sir, 
Delires you meete him ithe Temple-Ciurch, 

Some halfe houre hence, and vpon earneft bufines. 

Sir, if you pleafe co quit vs, now ; and come, 

Againe, within two howers : You fliall liaue 

My Matter bufie examining o’the workes, 

And I will fteale you in, vneo the party, 

That you may fee her Conuerfe, Sir, Shall I fay, 

You'll meete the Captaines Worthip? Sv .Sir, I will. 
But, by Attorney , and toa{¢cond purpofe, 

Now,[am fure, it isa Bawcy-houle ; 

VII fweare it, were the A: a7/2ah here,co thankeme, 

The naming this Comn.ander, doth confirme it. 

Don Face! Why, his the tv ott autentique dealer 

I'thefe Commodities ! 1 he Spersater jent 

To allthe queinter Traiiquers, in towne, 

Heischeir C’iiterand do’sappoine 

Wholies withwhom § and ac what hower ; what price ; 
Which gowne ;and inwhat{mock ; what fall ; whaetire, 
Him will I prouc, by athird perfon,to hnde 
Thefubtilttes of this darke Lat-yricrh: 

Which, if 1 doe difcoucr, deare; Sir AZemmon, 

You'll giue your ‘poore Fiien:! leaue,though no Philefepber, 
To laugh: for youchatare. tisthought, fhall weepe. 
Fac,Sir.Heé do's pray, you'll not forget, Sv.t will noe,Sir. 
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Sir Epicure, fhall leaue you, MAmI follow you, {treight, 

Fac,Bur doe fo, good Sir,to auoide fafpicion. 

This Gent’man has a par‘lous head. Mam. Buewilt thou 

Be conftant to thy promife? Fac. As my life, Sir. 

Max.And wilrthouinfnuate what I am ? and praifeme ? 

And {ay lama Noble fellow? Fac.O whatelfe,Sir ? 

And, that you'll make her royall,with the Scone, 

An Emprefe; and your felfe King of Bantam, 

MAM. Wilt thou doe this? Fac. Will Sir? MAM. Langs, 
my Lwngs, 

Iloue thee. Fac. Send your ftuffe Sir, chat my Matter 

May bufic himfelfe, about proicction. 

MAM. Tirhalt witch’dme, Rogue: Take,Goe, Fac. Your lack 
and all Sir. 

Mam. Thou arta Villaine—=I will fend my Iack ; 

Andtheweightstoo. Slaue, I could bite thine eare. 

Away, thou doft not care for me. Fac.NotI Sir? 

Mam.Come,I was borne tomake thee, my good Weafell; 

Set thee on abench: and, ha’theetwirle a Chaine 

With che beft Lords Vermine, of *hem all, Fac.Away Sit. 

MAm.A Cownt, nay a Connt-Palatine — F Ac. Good Sir, g0@ 

MAo. Shall not aduance thee, better ; no, nor falter, 


ACT.2. SCENE.4, 


SveTLe., Face, DOL. 
_JAs he bite? Has he bit ? Fac, And {wallow’dtoo, my Subtle; 
I ha’ giu’n him line,andnow he playes,I faith. 

SvB.And fhall we twitch him ? Fac. Thorough both the gills. 
A Wench isa rare bayt, wich which a Man 
No fooner’s taken, but he ftraighe firkes mad. 
Svs. Dol, my Lord Waachums Sifter, you mult now 
Beare your {elfe ftatelich. Dox. O, let me alone. 
I'lfnot forget my race, I warrant you. 
I'll keepe my diftance, laugh, and talke aloud ; 


Haueall che trickes of a proud {ciruy Lady : a 
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And beas rude ‘as her woman. F ac. Well faid, Sanguine, 
Svs But will he fend his Andiruns ? FAc,His Lack too; 
And’siron Shooing-horne, I ha'‘{poke to him. Well, 
Imuf not loofe iny wary Gainfter, yonder. 

Sv8.Q Monfienr Caution, chat will not be gull'd ? 

Fac. L, iff can ftrikea fine hooke into him,now, 

The 7 esple-church, there I haue caft mine angle. 

Well, pray for me. Y'll about it. Svs. What, more Gudgeons! 
Dol, {Cout, (cour; {tay Face,you mutt goe tothedore. 
"Pray God, itbe my Anabapss?. Who is’t Dol? 

Do. Iknow him not, HelockeslikeaGold-end man. 
Svs.Gods fo ! ’tishe,hefaid he would fend, What call you him? 
The fank8ified Elder, that fhould deale 

For Mammons, Tack, and Andirons ! Let him in, 
Stay help me of, firft, with my gowne. Away 
Ma-dame, to your withdrawing Chamber,Now, 

In 2 new tune, new gefture, but old language. 

This fellow is fene, from one negotiatcs with me 
Aboutthe ftone, too; forthe holy Brethees 

Of Amfiredam, the exil'd Saints : that hope 

To raife their dt/cip'iwe, by it, Imult vfehim 

In fome ftrange tafhion, now, to make him admire me, 


ACT.2. SCENE.>5. 
SVATLE, FACE, ANANIAS, 


VV is my Drudge ? Fac. Sir. Svs, Takeaway the 
Recipient, 
And rectific your Afenfirne, fromthe Phleema, 
Then poure it,’o the S¢/, in the Cucurbite, 
And let hem macerate, together, Fac. Yes, Sir. 
And faue the ground? Svs. No, Terra damnata 
Mutt not haue entrance, in the worke, Who are you ? 
ANA. A faithful! Brether, if it pleale you, Sv, What's that ? 
A Lullanifi ? a Ripley ? Filiss artis ? 
Can you /blime, and dulcefie? calcine? 
Know 
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Know you the /aper pentick ?. faper fiipflick? 

Or, what is Homogene, or Hereregene 2 

ANA, Lvnderltand no Heathen language, truely. 

Svs. leathen,you Kmpper-doliag ? 1se4rs facra, 

Or Chryfopeta, or Spags7sca, 

Or the Pam, yfick, or Pasarchickknowledge, _ 

A Heathen language? ANA, Heathen Grecke, 1 takeit. 
Svs,How? Heather Grock:? ANA. All’s Heathen,butthe Hebrewe 
Svs.S’rah, my Varlet, ftand you forth, and fpeaketo hiar 

Like a “Philofepher : Anfwvere, ’the language. 

Name the vexations, and tle Martyrizations 

Of Mettails.inthe Worke, Fac, Sis,Patrefatison, 

Soiatson, Aolution, Sublimation, 

Cobobatson, Calcmation, Ceration, and 

Fixation. SVB. Thisis Heathen Greeke, to you, now £ 

And when comes Vinsfi: ation 7 Fac. After Afertsfication, 

Svs. What's C ebsbation? F ac.’Tis the powring on 

Your 4jme A: gis, and then drav ing him off, 

Tothesrine circle of the /ewen /phcares. 

Svs, What’sthe pruper paflion of Mettalls? F ac. Afaleation, 
Svs.Whiat's your f /renence (upplecsnme anrs 2 FAC. Antimceinm, 
Sve. This’s Hache Greek,to you’ And,what's your Afereary? 
Fac. Avery Fuertine, tewill se gone, Sit. 

Svs. How know you hin? F 4c.By his vycofsie, 

His ofcofiese, and his /x/estabaerse, 

SvB.How do you /ublime him? F 1c. With the calce of Erge-foels, 
White 4 -rble, Talck, Svs. Your -ifazsftersam, now 2 

Whar’s that ? Fac. Shifting, Sir, vour elements, 

Diy into cold, cold into moyft, moift in- 

To hot, horintodry. Svs. This’s Heathen Greeke to yOu, fill 2 
Your Laps: Philofopbirus? F ac.’ Tis a Stone, and not 

A Stone, afpir:t,aloule, and a bedy ; 

Which, if you doe dsffo/ne, itis bifid, 

If you cosgulece, itis seagulated, 

If you make it to lye, it fyeth. Sve, Inough. 


This’s Heathen Greeke,to you ’ What ace you Sif, : 
F ANA, 
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ANA. Pleafe you, a Servant of theexsld Brethren, 

That deale with Widdowes, and with Orphanes goods; 
And makeaiult accoane, ynto the Sasets : 

A Deacon, Sv8.O, youare [ent from M". Wholfome, 

Your Teacher ? ANA.From Tribulation Wholfome, 

Our very zealous ‘Pa/for, SvB. Good, I haue 

Some Orphanes goods to come here. AN a.Of what kind, Sit ? 
Svx. Peurer, and Bratle, Andirons, and Kitchin ware, 
Merralls, chatwe muftvfe our med’cine on: 

Whercinthe Bretbrex may haue a penn’orth. 

For ready money, AN a.Werethe Orphanes Parents 
Sincere profefjers ? Sve, Why doe you aske? ANA. Becaule 
Wethen areto deale iuftly, and giue (in truth ) 

Their vermoft valew. Svs.’Slid, you'ld cotfen, elfe, 

And, if cheir Parents were not of the Fasth{ull? 

Twill nottruft you, now! thinke on’e, 

Till I ha’ talk’d with your Pajtor, Ha’ you brought money 
Tobuy more Coales? ANA, Nofurely, Svs,No 2 How fo? 
ANA. The Brethren bid me fay vnto you, Sir. 

Surely, chey will noe venterany more, 

Tillthey may {ce proteftion, SvB.How ! ANA. Yo’ haue had, 
For th’ Isftramscats, as bricks, and lome, and glatTes, 
Already thirty pound ; and, for Afatersalls, 

They fay,fomeninety more: And,they haue heard, fince, 
That one, at Hiedelbere, made it, of an Egge 

And a finall paper of Pinne-duft, Svs.What's your name? 
ANA My nameis Ananas, Sva.Out, the Varlet 

That collend the Ap:/les | Hence, away, 

Flee Adi/chiefe ; had your buly Comfstory 

No nameto fend me, of another found ; 

Thenwicked Ananias? Send your Elders, 

Hither, to make atonement for you, quickly , 

And gi’ me fatisfaction ; or out goes 

The fire: aad downe th’ Alembekes, and the Fomace, 

Piger Henvic-s, or whatnot, Thou wre 

Both Serscow, and Bufo, fhall beloft, 
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Tell’‘hem. All hope of rooting our the BiZeps, 
Or tly Astechriftian Hscrarebee fhall perifh, 
Ifthey ftay threefcore minutes, The Agnessie, 
Terreity, and Sulphyrestse 

Shall runne together againe,and all be annull’d 
Thou wicked Asamas. This will fetch ‘hem, 
And make’hem halt towards their gulling more, 
Aman mutt deale lie a rough Nurfe, and frighe 
Thofe, chat arc froward, to an appetice. 


ACT.2. SCENE.6. 


FAcE, SVBTLE. DRVGGER. 


‘is bufie with his {pirits, but we'll vpon him, 

Svs. How now! What Mates? What Baiards-ha’ we here? 
F ac. I told you he would be furious, Sir, Here’s Naé, 
Has brought yo’ another peece of Gold, to looke on : 
(Weemutt appeafe him. Giue it me) and prayes you 
You would deuife (what is it Nab?) Dav. A figne, Sit. 
Fac, I,a good lucky one,a thriving Signe, Doctor. 
Svs. 1 was deuifing now. F Ac, ’Slight, dvenot fay fo, 
Hewill repent he ga’ you any more. 
Whatfay youto his Con/fellation, Doktor ? 
The Ballance? Svs. No, that way is {tale, and common. 
A Townes. Man, borne in Tawsrws, giues the Bull ; 
Orthe Bulls-head: In Aries, the Ram. 
A poore deuife, No. I will haue his Name 
Form’din fome my tick charatker , whole rady, 
Striking the fenfes of the patfers by, 
Shall, by a virtuall influence, breed affections, 
That may refule vpon the party ownesit : 
Asthus-Fac.Nad.SvsHe firft thal hauea Bell, That's e-fbells 
And, by it, ftanding one,whofename is Dee, 
Inarugg Gowne ; There’s D. and Rag, that’s Drag : 
And, right anenft him, a Deg {narling Er ; 


There's Drugger, Abel Drugger, That's his figne. 
| Fa And 
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And here’s now y/fery,and Hsereglyphick, 
Abcll,thou att made, Dxv.Sir,1 doethanke his Worfhip, 
Fac.Sixe o'thiy legges more, willpot doeit, \ab. 
He has brought youa pipe of Tobacce,Doctor. Dav. Yes,Sir. 
I haue anocher thing, I would impart — 
Fac. Out with it -\.26,D.v.Sit, there is lodg’d hard by me 
Arich yong Widdow. F dic. Good! a Bona robs ? 
D..v.Butnineteene, atthe molt. Fac. Very guod, Abel, 
Dv. Mary th’is notin fathion. yee; fhe weares 
A hood : but’rftands acop FAc.No matter ddel, 
D. v. And, doe, now and then giue hera frees, 
Fac. What dolk chou deale, No ? Svs.1 did cell you Captaine. 
D..v. And phyfick coo fometime, Sir,for which theerufts me 
With all her avinde. Shee’scomevp here, of purpofe 
To Icarnethe fafhion. F ac.Good, His match too ! on Nab, 
Dxv. And the do’sftrangely longto know her fortune. 
Fac. Godslid, Nab! Send herto the Door, hether. 
Dav. Yes, I hauefpoxeto her of his Worhhip, alrcady ¢ 
But fhee’s afrayd, it will be blowne abroad 
And hurt her Marriage, F ac. Hurt it? ’Tisthe way 
To healeit, if’ rwere hurt ; co make it more 
Follow’d and fought : N44, thou hale tell her this. 
Shee'll be more knowne, moretalk’d of, and your Widowes 
Are ne’er of any pricetill they be famous , 
Their Honour is their multitude of Sutors. 
Send her , it may be thy good fortune, What? 
Thou doft not know. D«v. No, Sir, thee'll neuer mary 
Vnder a Knight, Her brother has made a Vow. 
F ac, What, and doft chou defpavre, my litle Nab, 
Knowing, what the Doctor has fer downe for thee, 
Andfeeing fo many, othe Citie, dub’d ? 
One Glatlc o'thy water, witha Maaeme I know 
Will haueit done Nab. What's ber brother 2a Knight? 
Dav.No, Sir, A Gentleman, newly, warme in ‘his land, Sir, 
Scarfe coldin his oneandwenry ; that do's goucrne 
His Sifter, here: andisa Man hiufelte 

Of 
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Of fome three thoufand a yeere, and iscome vp 
To learne to quarrell, andto liue by his wittes, 
And will poe downe againe, and dye ithe Countrey. 
Fac. How ! to quarrell ?Dv.Yes, Sir,to carry Quarrells, 
As Gallants doe, and manage *hem, by line. 
F rc. Slid Vab, The Doctor is the onely man 
In Chriftendome for him. He has made a Tati, 
With <AMathematscall demonffrations, 
Touching the Are of Quarrells, Hewill giue him 
An Inftrument to quarrell by. Goe, bring “hem, both 5 
Him, and his Sifter. And, forthee, with her 
The Dotor happ'ly may perfwade, Goeto. 
Shale giue his Worthip, anew Damaske fuite 
Vpon the premitles. Svs. O good Captaine, F ac,He fhall, 
~ He isthe honefteft fellow, Doctor. Stay noe, 
No offers, bring the Damaske, and the Parties, 
D..v. Pilery my power, Sir, Fac. And thy will too, Nab. 
Svs.’ Tis good 7 obacee this ! Whar is'tan ounce? 
Fac. Hee’ll fend youa pound, Do@or, Svs. O, no: Fac. Hee 
will do’e, 
It is che gooddeft foule, Abe// about it. 
(Thou thale know more anone, Away, be gone, ) 
A miferable Rogue, and lives with Cheefe, 
And has the wormes. That was the caufe indeed 
Why hecamenow. He deale with me,in priuate, 
To get amed’cine for *hem.Svs,And thall, Sir. This workes. 
Fac. Awife. a wife,for one on’vs, my dcare Subsle e 
Wee'll eene draw lors, and he, that fayles, fhall haue 
The morc in goods, che other has intayle. 
Svs, Rather the leile, For the may be folight 
She may want grayues. FAc.I,or be fuch a burden, 
A inan would {carfe endure her, for the whole. 
Svs. Faith, belt lee’sfee her firlt, andechen determine. 
Fac. Content But 2). // mult ha’ no breath on’t. $v8.Mum. 
Away,you to your ‘w:/; yonder, Catch him. 
Fac, ’Pray God ha‘not ftayd too long, SvB. 1 feareit, 
F 3 AcrT. 
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ACT. 3. SCENE. 1. 


TRIBVLATION. ANANIAS. 


Hefe Chaftifements arecominon tothe Saists, 

And fuch rebukes th’ Eveé mutt beare, with patience ; 
They arcthe exercifes of thie Spirit, 
Andfentto tempt out frayltics, AN a.In pure zeale, 
I doe norlikethe man : He is a Heathen, 
And {peakes the language of ( as.tan, trucly. 
Tai.1 thinke hima prophane perfon, indeed, AN A.He beares 
The vilible markeot the écea/?, in his forehead, 
And for his Stone, it is a worke of dar.:netie, 
And, with P.1/ofopne, blinds the cyes of wan. 
TR1, Goud Brother,we mutt bend vnto all meanes, 
That may giue furtherance, to the bo/y canje, 
ANA, Whicl: his cannot : The/axthfie caufe 
Should haue a/ancisfed conve. Ti 1. Not alwaies necetiary. 
The Children of perdition are, oft times, 
Madz inftrumentseuen of the greateft workes. 
Befide, we fhould giuefomewhatto mans nature, 
The place he lives in, {till about the Fire, 
And fume of Mettalls, thatintoxicate 
The brayne of Man, and make him proneto paffion. 
Where haue yon greater Athes?s,chen your Cookes ? 
Or more prophane. or cholerick then your Glatle-men ? 
More Aatichriftian then your Bell-founders ? 
What makes the Desed/ fo diuelifh, 1 would aske you, 
Sathan, ourcommon enemy, but his being 
Perpetually about the fire, and boyling 
Brimftone,and Ar/uske ? We mult giue, I fay, 
Vntothemotiues, andthe ftirrers vp 
Of humersin the blood, It may be fo; 
Whenas the Worke isdone, the Stone is made, 
This heate of his may turne into a zeale, 
And ftand vp for the beanteons difcspline, 

Againft 
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Againft the menftruous cloth, andragg of Reme, 
We mutt awayt his calling, and the comming 

Of the good Spirit. You did faule,e’ vpbraid him 
With the Brethrens bleflingof Heidelberg, waighing 
Whar neede we haue, to haften on the Worke, 

For the re(toring of che jilenc’d Sasnts, 

Which ne‘erwill be, but by che Phslofophers Stone, 
And, foa Icarned Elder, one of Scotland, 

Allur'd me; Asram potabile being 

The onely med’cine, for checiuill Afags rate, 
Tincline himto a fceling of the caufe : 

And mutt be dayly vd, in the difeafe. 

ANA, 1 hauenot adified more, truely, by man; 

Nor, fince the beastifuell light, firft, fhone on mee: 
And Iam fad my zeale hath fo offended, 
Tr1.Letvscall onhim, then. Ana. The motion’s good. 
And of the Spirit ; I will knock firft : Peace be within. 


ACT.3. SCENE. 2. 
SVBTEE. TRIBVLATION, ANANIAS. 


O Are you come ?’Twas time. Your threefcore minutes 
Were atthe laft chred, you fee. And, downe had gone 
Farnus acedia, I urvis circulatorsus, 

Lembeke, Bzits-bead, Retort, and Pellicane 

Had all beenecinders, Wicked Ananias ! 

Art chou return’d ? Nay then it goes downe, yet. 

Tx1.Sir, be appeafed, Hee iscome to humble 

Himfelfe in Spirit, and toaske your paticnce, 

If evo much zeale hath carried him, lide, 

From the due path. Svs, Why, this doth qualefic, 

Tri. The Brethren had no pwrpofe, verely, 

To giv you the leaft yreeuanice : but are ready 

To lend their willing hands, to any proiect 

The ppirit,and you dire. Svs, This qualefes more. 
Tui, And, forthe Orphanes goods, let them bevalew’d, 
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Orwhat is needfull,elfe, to the holy Worke, 

It thall benumbred : Here,by me, the Sasnzs 

Throw downe their purfe before you. Svs. This qualifies,moft. 
Why; thus it fhould be, now you vnderftand. 

Havel difcourf‘d fo vnto you, of our Stone ? 

And, of the good thatie fhall bring your caufe? 

Shew’d you, (belide the mayne of hiring forces 

Abroad, drawing the Hellaxders, your friends, 

Fromthe Jndses,to ferue you, with all their Fleete) 

That euen the med’cinall vic fhall make youa faction, 
And party in the Realme. As, putthecafe, 

That fome great Man, in ftatc, he haue the Gout, 

Why. you but (end three droppes of your Evsxir, 

You help him ftraighe: There you have nadea Friend. 
Another has the Palfey, or the Dropfie, 

He takes uf your incombuttible ftuffe, 

Hee’s yong againe: There you haue madea Friend, 

A Lady, that is palt the feate of bocy, 

Though not of minde, and hath her fac>decay’d 
Beyond all cure of painting; you rellore 

With the Oyle of Tad. k: There you haue made a Friend, 
Andall her friends. A Lord. thacisa Zcper, 

A Knight, that hasthe bone-ache, or a Squire 

That hath both thefe, you make *hem {mooth, and found, 
With a bare fricace of your med’etne: Still, 

You inceeafe your Friends, Tx 1,1, 'tis very pregnant. 
Svs. And, then, the rurning of rhis Lawyers pewter 

To plate, at ( brs{t-maffe. AN A. Chrsfi-side, 1 pray you. 
Svs. Yet, efnansas? ANA.1 haue done.Svs.Or changing 
His parcell guilt, co matfy Gold. You cannot 

But taife you Friends. Withall, ro be of power 

To pay anarinie, in the fr Id; eo buy 

The Kong of France, ovtof his Reales ; or Spaine, 

Our of his /2dses ; Whatcan you not doe, 

A gaintt Lords Spiritsa'l, or Temporall, 

That fhall oppone you? Tat. Verely, ‘tis true, 
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We may be temporal! Lords, our (clues, | take it. 
Sve. You may be any thing, and leaue of to make 
Long-winded exercifes : or fuck vp, 
Your 4a, and bam, in atune. I not deny, 
But fuch as are not graced, ina State, 
May, for their endes, be aduerfe in Religion, 
And get atune to call the flocke together: 
For (to fay footh ) a tune do’s much, with women, 
And other phlegmatick people , leis your Bell, 
ANA. Bellsare prophane, atune may be religious. 
Svs .No warning with you? Then,farewell my patience. 
’Slighe, 1¢ fall downe : I will not be thus tortur'd. 
Tai, I pray you, Sir. Svs. All fhall perith. { haue {pokeit, 
Tat. Let me finde grace,Sir,in your eyes ; The man 
He ftands corrected: neither did his zeale 
( But as your felfe) allow atunc, fome-where. 
Which, now, being ro’ard the Stone, we hall not need. 
Svs. No, nor your holy vizard, to winne Widdowes 
To giue you Legacses ; or make zealous Wiues 
To rod their Husbands, for che consason can/e 
Nor take the {tart of Bandes. broke but one day , 
Aad fay, they were forfested, by promidence, 
Nor fhall you neede, ore nighe to cate huge meales, 
To celebrate your next dayes faft che better: 
The whilft the Brethren, and the Sifters humbled, 
Abate che ftiffenetle ofthe fleth ; Nor catt 
Before your hungry hearers, {crupulous bones, 
As whether a Chrs/fiaw may hawke, or hunt ; 
Orwhether, A4atrons, of the holy Affembly, 
May lay their haire out, or weare doublets, 
Or hauethae Idol Search, about cheir linnen, 
ANA, Itis indeed anIdoll Tax 1. Mindehim nog, Sir, 
I doe command thee, Spirit (of zeale, but trouble) 
To peace within him. Pray you Sir, goe on. 
Svs. Nor thall you need to libell gaint the Pre/ates, 
And shorten fo your eares, againft the hearing 

G 


The eALCHEMIST. 


Of the nexe wire-drawne Grace. Nor, of neceflitie, 

Rayle azaiafl plaves, to pleale the Alderman, 

Whole dayly Cutturd you deuoure. Nor lie 

With acalous rage, till you are hoarfe. Not one 

Ot thetefo fingular artes. Mor call your felues, 

By names of Zribalatson, Per/ecntion, 

Keftrasst, Long-Patsence, and fuch ] ike, affected 

By the whole Family, or Wood of you, 

Onely for glory, andtocatch the care 

Of the Défcsple. TR1. Truely, Sir, they are 

Wayes,that the Goa/y Brestrex haue inuented, 

For propagation of the holy canfe, 

As very notable meanes ; and whereby, alfo, 

Theinfelues grow foone, and profitably famous, 

Svs.O, butthe Stone, all's idle co’it! nothing ! 

Theart of Angels, Natures miracle, 

The dsasne fecrer, that doth flyeinclouds, 

From Ea/? to Wf? : and whofe Tradition 

Is not from men but fpirits, ANA. hate Tradstions, 

I doe nottruft hem. T21,Peace, AN A. They are Pops, all. 
Twill not peace. I will notc— Tri. Anavias 
ANA, Pleafethe prophane, to greeue the godly, I may not, 
Svs, Well, Asanias. chou fhalt ouercome, 

Tri, Ie isanignorant zeale, that haunts him, Sir, 

Buttrucly, elfe, a very faithfull Brorber ; 

A Botcher : anda man, by revelation, 

That hath a competent knowledge of the Truth. 

Svs. Has he a competent fumme, there, i’the bagg, 

To buy the goods, within? I am made Guardian, 

And mutt, for Charitic,and Confcience fake, 

Now, fee the moft be made, for my poore Orphane. 

Though I defirethe Brethren, too, good Gayners. 

There, they are,within. When you haue view'd,& bought’hem, 
And tane the [nuentury of what they are, 

They ‘are ready for proseé#ion; chere’s no more 

To doe; Caft on thewsea’cine So much Siluer 

Asthereis Tinnethere, fo much Goldas Brafle, Vf 
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Pil gi’ it you in, by waight. Tx 1.But how long time, 

Sir, mult the Sasmrs expect, yet ? Svs. Let me fee, 

How’s the Moone, now? Eight, ine, ten dayes hence 

He will be \s/wer porate ; then, three dayes, 

Before he cerronife : ome fifteene dayes, 

The Af62iftersum will be perfected. 

ANA. About the fecond day, of the third weeke, 

In the ninth Month? Svs.Yes my good Asamas, 

Tx1.What will the Orphanes goods arife tu, thinke you? 

Sv.Some hundred Markes ; as much as fill’d ehree Carres, 

Vnladed now ; you hall make fixe millions of hem. 

But I nuft ha’morecoales laidin. Ts 1, How! Sv 8, Another load, 

And then we ha’ finifh’d. We mutt now encreafle 

Our fire to Jams ardens,we are patt 

Fimsss eansmenus, Balai, Coneris, 

Andall thofe lenter heates. Ifthe holy Purfe 

Should, with this draughr, fal! low, and chat the Saints 

Doe need a prefentfumine s I haue trick 

To melethe Pewter, you thall buy now, inftantly, 

And, with atin@ture, make ycuas good Datch Dollers, 

Asany arein Helland. Tx1.Can you fo? 

Svs. I,and fhall bide thethird examination, 

ANA. Itwill be ioyfull tidings to the Brethren. 

Sv. But youmutt cary it, fecret. Tr1.1, but ftay, 

This act of coyning, is ie lawtull ? ANA. Kawfull 2 

We know no Magiftrate. Or, if we did, 

This’s forrainecoyne. Svs. Itis no coyning, Sir, 

Itis butcafting, Tx1. Ha ?you diftinguith well, 

Cafting of money may belawfull. ANA, ’Tis,Sir. 

Txt. Truely, take itfo, Svs. T here isnofcruple 

Sir, to be made of it ; belecuc e-fnanias, 

This cafe of confcience he is ftudied in. 

Tat. Pll make aqueftion of it,to the Brethren, 

ANA. The Brethres hall approue it lawfull, doubt note 

Where fhall't be done 2 Svs. For that wee'l talke, anone. 

There's fometo fpeake with me, Goein,1 pray you, 
G2 And 
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And viewe the parcels, That's the Inséntury. 
I'll come to you ftraight, Whoisit ? Face? Apptarc, 


ACT. 3. SCENE. 3- 
SvsTLt. Fact. Doe. 


HH? now ? Guud prife ? Fac. Good poxe, Yond’ coltiue 

Cheater. 

Neuer caine on.$v8.Howthen ? Fac.J ha’ walkd the round, 

Till now, and no fych thing. Svs, And ha’ you quit him? 

Fac.Quirhim ?.agd Hell would quie him too, he were happy. 

*Slighe would you haue mic italke like a Mill-Iade, 

All day, for one, that will not yeeld vs Graynes ? 

1 know him of old, Svs.O, but to ha gull’d him, 

Hadbeenea mayltry. FAc.Let him goe, black Boy, 

Andturnethee, that fome freth newes inay poiletle thee. 

Anoble (cunt, a Donof Spasue (my deare 

D-licious compeere, and my party-baud) 

Who is come herher,:priuate, for his Con{cience, 

And broughe-munition with him, fixe great flopps, 

Bigger then three Datch Hoighs,belide round trunkes, 

Furnith'd with Pittolets, and Peeces of eighe, 

Will {traightbe here, my Rogue, to haue thy Bath 

T hat isthe colour, andto mate his battry 

Vpon our ‘Del, our Galtle, oor Céngve-Port, 

Our Doxer Pire, our what thou wilt. Where is thee? 

She mult prepare perfymes, delicate linnen, 

The bath in chiete, a banquet, and her wir, 

For fhe mult fgele his Epsusdémsr. 

Where isthe Loxie? Svn.1'll fend her co thee: 

And but difpatch ny brace of little ‘obs Leydens, 

And comeag.ine my felfe, Fac. Are they within then ? 

Svs.Numbring the fumme, Fac.How much? Svs.A hundred 

markes, boy, 

Fac. Why chis’s a lucky day. Ten pounds of A4snsmon ? 

Three o' my Clearke. A Portague o my Grocer. Thi 
is 
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This o'the Brethren, befide Reuerfions, 

And States, to come iche Widdow, and my Cowar, 

My thare, to day, will not be bought for forty— Dox, What? 

Fac. Pounds, dainty Doercthee, art thou fo neare ? 

Dot. Yes, fay Lo: Generall, how fares our Campe? 

Fac. As, with che few, ehae had entrench’d themfelyes 

Safe, by cheir difcipline, againft a world, Do/ 

And laugtrd, within thofe trenches, and grew fat 

With thinking on the booties, Dod, broughtin 

Dayly, by their {mall patties, This deare hower, 

A doughty Don istaken, with my Dells 

And thou maift make his ranfome, whatthou wile, 

My ‘Donfabell: He thall be brought here, fetter’d 

With thy fayrelookes, before he {ee’s thee, and throwne 

Ina Downe-bed,as darkeas any Dungeon ; 

Where thou hale keepe him waking, with thy. Drum ; 

Thy Drum, my Dof;thy Drum ; till heberame 

As the poore Black-birds were i’the great froft, 

Or Bees arewith abafon: and fohiue him 

I'the Swan.skin Couerlid, and cambrick Sheetes, 

Till he worke Haney, and Waxe, my little Geds-gasf7. 

Dot.What is he, General]. Fac,An Adalantado, 

A Grande, Gitle. Wasnot my Dupper here, yet ? 

Dot.No.Fac.Nor my Dragger ? Do.Neither. Fac, A poxe 
on’hem, 

They arefolong a furnithing. Such Stinkards 

Would notbe feene, vpon thefe feltiuall dayes. 

How now ! ha’you done?Svs.Done. They are gone. The fumme 

Is here in Banque,my Face, 1 would, we knew 

Another chapman, now, would buy “hem outright. 

Fac. Slid, Aaé fhall doo’e, againft he ha’ the Widdow, 

To furnifh houfhould. Svs.Excellent well thought on, 

Pray God, he come. Fac, I pray, he keepe away 

Till our new bulinetle be o're-paft, Sv8.But, Face, 

How cam’tt thou, by thisfecret Don ? A Spirit 

Brought me th’intelligence, in a paper, here, , 

G 3 
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As] was coniuring, yonder, in my Circle 

For Swrly: Tha my Fliesabroad. Your Bath 

Is famous Swbrle, by my meanes. Sweet ‘Dell, 

You mult goe tune your Virginall, no loofing 

O'theleaft time. And, doe you heare 2? guod ation, 

Fir: elixea Flounder, kille likea Scallop, clole ; 
Andcickle hin with thy Mother-tongue. His great 

} erdnge-fhip has nota iot of language: 

So much the eafierto be coflin’d, my Del//y, 

He will come here, in a hir'd Coach, obfcure, 

And our owneCoachman, whom I haue (ene,asGuide, 

No creature elfe. Who’s that ? Svs, .iernorhe? 

Fac.O no, not yet this hower. Sva,Whois't ?DoL. Dspper, 
Your Clearke.F ac.Gods will, then, Qseene of Facrie, 

On with yourtire; and, Do@or, with your robes. 
Lett’svs difpatch him, for Gods fake. Svs. “Twill belong. 
Fac. I warrant you, takebur theQ_Q°. I giue you, 

It thall be briefe inough, ‘Slight, here are more. 

Abel, and! thinke,the angry Boy, the Heyre, 

That faine would quarrell.Svs.Andthe Widdow? Fac. No, 
Not that I fee. Away, O Sit, you are welcome, 


ACT. 3. SCENE. 4. 


FacrE, Dapper. DrvGcer, KASTRIL, 

He Door is within, a mouing for you ; 

I haue had themolt adoeto winne him to it; 
He {weares, you'll bethe Dearling o'the Dice : 
He neuer heard her Fsgbnes doate, till now. 
Your Aunt has giu’n you the moft gracious words, 
Thatcan bethought on. Dar.Shalll fee her Grace ? 
Fac. See her, and kilfe her too, What ? honeft Nab | 
Ha'ftbroughe the Damaske 2 Neb. No Sir,here’s Tobacce, 
Fac.’Tis Well done. Thou'le bring the Damaske too 2 
Dav. Yes, here’s the Geneleman,Captaine, M". Ka/trid/, 
I haue brougheto feethe Doctor. Fac.Where’s the Widdow ? 

Dive 
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Dav. Sir, as he likes, hisSifter (he fayes) fhall come. 
Fac.O, is it fo ?Good time. Is your name Kafirsll, Sir? 
Kas. 1, andthebeft o’the Ka/rills, V'ild be fory elfe, 
By fifteene hundred,a yeare. Whereis this Doctor ? 
My mad Tebacce-Boy, here, tells me of one, 


That can doe things, Has heany skill ? Fac.Wherein, Sir 2 


Kas.Tocary abulines, manage a Quarrell, fayrely, 
Vpon fit termes, FAc.It feemes Sir, yo’ arebut yong 
About the towne, thatcan make thata queftion. 
Kas. Sir,not fo yong, but I haue heard fomefpeech 
Of the angry Boyes, and feene hem take Tobacco 5 
And in his (hop: andI can take it too, 

And I would faine be one of *hem, and goe downe 
And prattife ithe countrey. F ac. Sir, forthe Daselle, 
The Doctor, | atfure you, fhall informe you, 

To the leatt fhadow of a hayre : and fhew you, 

An Inftrumenthe has, of his owne making, 
Wherewith, nofooner fhall you make report 

Of any Quarrell, but he will take the Height ont, 
Moftinftantly ; and tell inwhat Degree, 

Of ff ty it lies in, or mortalitie. 

And, how it may be borne, whether ina right line, 
Ora halfeecircle ; or may, elfe, becatt 

Into anangle blunt, if not acute : 

All this he will demonftrate, Andthen, Rules, 
Togiue, andtakethe Lie,by. Kas. How? to take it ? 
Fac.Yes, in ob/gwe, hee'll fhew you ; of in cércée : 
But neuer in diameter. ThewholeTcwne 
Study his Theoremes, and difpute them, ordinarily, 
Atthe eating Academies. Kas But. dos he teach 
Liuing, by the Witts, coo? Fac.Any thing, what euer. 
You cannotthinke that fubtilty, bute he reades it. 

He made mea Captaine 3 1 was a {tarke Pimpe, 

Luft o’your ftanding, fore 1 met wich him: 

It /not two months fince. M'll tell you his method. 
Firft, Hee will enter you, at fome Ordinaric, 


KASe 
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Kas.No, I'll not come there. You fhall pardon me, Fac. Foe 
why, Sir? 
Kas. There’s gaming there,and tricks. F ac.Why,would you be 
A Gallant, and not game ¢ Kas.I, ‘twill pend a man. 
F ac.Spend you? It willrepayre you, when you are {pent. 
How dos they liue by their wits, chere, that have vented 
Sixe times your fortunes ?Kas.What,three choufanda yeare ? 
Fac.I, forty thoufand. Kas. Are there fuch ? Fac.1 Sur. 
And Gallants, yet. Here’sa yong Gentleman, 
Is borneto nothing, forty markesa yeare, 
Which I countnothing. H’is tu be initiated, 
And hauea Fie o'the Door. He will winne you 
By vorefiftable luck, within this fortnight, 
Inoughto buy a Baronry. T hey will ferhim 
Vpinokt, at the Groowse-Porters, allthe Chrifimaffe, 
And, for the whole yeare through, at euery place, 
Wherethere is play, prefent him with the Chayre, 
The belt attendance, the beft drinke,fometimes 
Two glatles of Canarsie, and pay nothing ; 
The pureft linnen, and the fharpeft knife, 
The Partrich next h:s erencher : and, fomewhere, 
The dainty bed, in priuate, with the Dainty. 
You fhal! ha’your Ordinaries bid for him, 
As Play-houfes fora ‘7’et ; andthe Malfter 
Pray him, aloud, to name what Dith he affects, 
Which muft be butterd Shrimpes :.and thofe, chat drinke 
To nomouthelfe, will drinke to his, as being 
The goodly ‘Pre/ident-Mouth ofall the boord. 
Kas.Due you not gull one ? Fac.God's my life! Doe you 
thinke ie ? 
You fhall haue a caft Commander, can but get 
Incredit with aGlouer, or a Spusrier, 
For fometwo payre, of eythers ware,afore- hand, 
Will, by moft fwite pofts, dealing with him, 
Arriue at competent meanes, tokeepe himfelfe, 
His Punke, and naked Boy, in excellent fashion. 
And 
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And beadmir'’d for't. Kas. Will the Do€tor teach this ? 
Fac.He will doe more, Sir, when your Land is gone, 
(As men of Spirit hateto keepe earth long ) 
Ina Vacation, when {mall money is ftirring, 
And Ordinaries fufpended till the 7 earme, 
Hee'll thew a Per/peftine, where on one fide 
You fhall behold the faces, and the perfons 
Of all {ufficient yong Heyres, in towne, 
Whofe bonds are currant for commoditie; 
Onch’other fide, the Merchants formes, and others, 
That, without help of any fecond Broker, 
(Who would expecta thare) will eruftfuch parcels: 
In the third (quare, the very ftreete, and figne 
Where the Commoditie dwels, and do’s but wait 
To be deliuer’d, be it Pepper, Sope, 
Hopps, or 7 obacco, Ote-meale, Woad, or Cheeles. 
All which you may fo handle, to enioy, 
To your ownevfe, and neuer ftand oblig’d. 
Ka : Lfaith ! Ishe fucha fellow ?Fac. Why, Nad here knowes 
im. 
And then for making matches, for rich Widdowes, 
Yong Gentlewomen, Heyres, the fortunat’{t Man! 
Hee’s fent too farre, and neare, all ouer England 
Tohaue his counfell, and to know their Fortunes, 
Kas. Gods will, my Sufter thall fee him. Fac. I'll tell you, Sir, 
What he did tell me of Neb. It’s a ftrange things 
(By the way you muft cate no Cheele, Nab, it breedes Melan- 
choly : 
And that fame Melancholy breedes wormes) but palleir, 
He told me honeft N4é, here, was ne‘erat Tauerne, 
Butoncein’slife. Dav. Truth, and no more I was not. 
Fac, And,then he was fo fick—-Da v.Could he tell you that, 
e 


too : 

Fac. HowfhouldI know it? Drv. In trothwee had beene 4 
fhooting, 

And had a peece of fat Ram- Mutton, to fupper, 


That lay fo heauy o’my ftomack—F ac, And he has no pe 
H . ° 
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To beateany Wine; for, what withthe noyfe o'the Fiddlers, 
And care of his fhop, for he dares keepc no Seruants —= 
Dav.My head did foake-- FAc.As he was faine co be brought 
home 
The Doctor toldme, And then agocd Old Woman— 
D.v.(Yes faith fhedwels in Seacvale-Jane) cid cureme, 
Withfodden Ale, andPellicorie othe Wall; 
Colt me burewo pence. I hud anesher ficknetle, 
Was woife ther: thae. Fac. 1, chatwas with the griefe 
Thou took (1 for b: ing feaft ar erghteei:e pence, 
Forte water-worke. D.v,In eruth and it was like 
T *hauecoft me almolt my life. Pac Thy Layre wene off? 
Dav. Yes, Sir, twas done tur tpight Fac. Nay, io fayesthe 
Doudtor, 
KAs. Pray thee Tebacco-Boy, Goe fetch iny Sufter, 
I'll fec thislearned Boy, before I goe: 
And fo fhall fhe. Fac. Sir,heis bulicnow: 
But, ifyou haue a Sifter to fetch hether, 
Perhaps, your owne paines may command her fooner ; 
And he, by that time, will be free. Kas.I goe, Sir, 
Fac, Dracger,thee’s thine; the Damaske, Swbsle,and I 
Mutt wraltle for her, Come on, M'. Dapper. 
You fee, how I turne Clients, herc, away, 
To giueyour caufe difpatch. Ha’you perforni'd 
Theceremonics were inioyn’d you? Dap. Yes,o’the Vinegar, 
And the cleane thirt. Fac. ’Tis well: thar thirt may doe you 
More Worlhip then youthinke .Your Aunt’sa fire 
Butthat fhe will not fhew it, t’haue a fighton you, 
Ha‘ you prouided for her Graces Seruants ? 
Dap, Yes. hereare fix-fcore Eaward fhillings, Fac Good. 
Dar. Andan old Harry's Soueraigne, F A€.Very good. 
Dap. And three Lames thillings, and an Elizabeth groat, 
luftewenty nobies, Fac.O,youaretooiult, 
would you had had the other Noblein Afaries. 
Dar, I hauefome Péihp and Afaries. Fac. Ithofe fame 
Arebctt of all. Wherearethey ?tlearke, che Doctor, 


AcT, 
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ACT. 3. SCENE,, 


SVBTLE. FACEe DAPPER. DOLe 


I yet her Graces Cotlen come? Fae.He is comes 
Svs.And is he fafting ? Fac.Yes.Svs.And hath cry’d Ham? 
Fac. Thrife, you mutt anfwere. Dap, Thrife, Svs. And as oft 
Buz? 
Fac.If you haue,fay. Dap. I haue. Svs. Then,to her Cuz, 
Hoping, thar he hath vinegard hisfenfes, 
Ashe wasbid, the Facry nsene difpentes, 
By me, this Robe, the Peticoate of Fortune ; 
Which that he ftraight put on, the doth importune. 
And though to Fertsne neerc be her Peticoate, 
Yet, neacer is her Smock, the Qacene doth noees 
And, therefore. even of chat a piece fhe hath fene, 
Which, beingaChild,eo wrap him in, was rents 
And praycs hun, fora fcarle, he now will weare it 
(With as much loue, as then her Graze didceareit) 
About his eyes, to thew, he is fortunate, 
And, trufting vnto her tomake hisState, 
Hee'll throw away all worldly pelfe, about him ; 
Which thathee will performe, the doth not doubt him. 
F ac.She need not doubt him, Sir. Alaife, he has nothing, 
But what he will pare withall, as willingly, 
Vpon her Graces word (Throw away your purfe) 
As fhe would askeit, (hand kerchiefes, and all) 
Ske cannot bid chae thing, bue hee'li obay, 
Ifyou haue a Ring, about you, caftitof, 
Or aliluer {eale,at your wrift , her Grace will fend 
Her Faeries hereto fearch you, therefore deale 
Dir tly with her Highwer'- lf chey finde 
That you conceaie a mite, youare vadone. 
Dap. Trucly eher’s all. Fac. All what 2 Dap. My money, truly. 
F ac. Keene nothing, thatis tranficorie, about you, 
Bid ‘Dc/play mufique. Looke,the Elwes are come 
To pinch you, if you tell not truth. Aduife you. 
Hz Dar. 
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Dar.O,I havea paper witha Spur riall in’t. Fae. 74,4, 
They knew’t, they fay. Svs, 74, 25,4,14, he has more yee. 
Fac, 71,tité ts Vcherother pocket ? Sv. 7104, rétsyests,tits, 
They mutt pinch him, or he will neuer confctle, they fay, 
Da ac 3. Fac. Nay, pray you hold, Hee is her Graces Ne- 
ew. 
Ti Lee ? What care you? Good faith, you fhall care. 
Deale plainely, Sir, and fhame the Faerses. Shew 
You are an Innocent. Dar.By this goodligit, I ha’ nothing, 
Svs. Ti ti, ti t8t0 ta, He dos xquivocate, fhe fayes : 
Ti, tidosi,titidetida, And{weares by the light, when he is 
blinded. 
Dar. By this good darke, Iha nothing but a halfe-Crowne 
Of Gold, about my wrift, chat my Loue gaue me; 
Anda leaden Heart I wore, fin’ fhe forfooke me. 
Fac. 1 thought, ‘ewas fomething. And, would youincurre 
Your Aunts difpleafure forehefe trifles ? Come 
I had rather you hadthrowne away twenty halfe-crownes, 
You may weare your leaden Heart ftill, How now ? 
Svs, What newes, Do/? Do. Yonders your Knight, Sir 
Mammon, 
Fac.Gods lid, We neuer thought of him, till now. 
Where is hee ? Do.Here, hard by.H is at the doore. 
Svs.And, youare notready, now ? Dol, get his fuite. 
He mutt noc be fent back. F Ac.O by no meanes. 
What fhall we doe with this fame Pufhn, here, 
Now hee’s othe Spit ? Svs, Why lay him backea while, 


With fome deuile, 71,14 ts, 141318, Would her Grace {peake with 


me? 
I come. Heip Del. Fac,Who’sthere? Sir Epicure ; 
My Matter's ithe way, Pleafe you towalke 
Three or foureturnes, but till his back be turn’d, 
AndJam for you. Quickly, Do/. Sv8.Her Grace 
Commendsher kindly to you, M'.Dapper. 
Dap. I long to fee her Grace, Svs, She, now,is et 
At Dinner, in her bed; and fhe has fent you, 
From her owne privatetrencher, a dead Moule, 


And 
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Anda piece of Ginger-bread, to be mery withall, 

And {tay your ftomacke, Jeaft you faint with falting. 
Yer, if youcould hold out, rill {he faw you, the fayes, 

It would be better for you, Fac. Sir, He fhall 

Hold out, and’twerethistwo howers, for her Highnes ; 
I can alfure you that. We will not loofe 

All we ha’ done, Svs, He muft nor fee, nor fpeake 
Toany body, tillthen. Fac- For chat, we'll put Sir, 

A {tay in’is mouth, Svs, Of what ? Fac. Of Ginger-bread. 
Make you it fit. He that hath pleafd her Grace, 

Thus farre, fhall not now crinckle, fora little. 

Gape Sir, and let hin fit you. Svs.Where fhall we now 
Beftow him ? Dot.I’the Priuy. Svs. Comealong, Sr 

I now muft thew you Fortunes priuy lodgings, 
Fac.Are they perfum’d ?and his bath ready 2 Svs, All. 
Onely che Fusmigation’s (omewhat f{trong. 

Fac. Sir Epicare,, Lam yours, Sir, by and by, 


ACT.4. SCENE.1. 


Face. MAMMON, DoL. 


Sir, yo'are come i’the onely, fineft time — 
Mam, Where's Mafter ? Fac. Now preparing for pro- 
ieCtion, Sir. 
Your ftutfe will b’ all chang’d fhortly, Mam. IntoGold? 
Fac. To Gold, and Siluer, Sir. MAM. Siluer] care not for, 
Fac.Yes Sir,alittlero giue Beggars. Mam.Where’s the Lady ? 
Fac. At hand, here. I ha’ told herfuch braue things, on you, 
Touching your bounty & your noble Spirit.M am.Haft chou? 
Fac. As theis almoft in her fit to fee you. 
But, good Sir, no Diussitie i'your conference 
For feare of putting her inrage. MAM.I warrantthee. 
Fac. Sixe men will not hold her cowne, And, then 
Ifthe Old man fhould heare, or fee you. MAM. Fearenot. 
Fac. The very Houle, Sir, would runne madd, You know it 
How {crupulous heis,and violent, 
"Gainkt the lealtac&t of inne, Phyfick or Mathematiques, 
H3 Poetry, 
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Poetry, Stare, or Bundy (as 1 told you) 
Shewilk endure andj neuer [tartle ; But 
No word of Controuertic. M14m.T am {chool'd, good Langs, 
Fac. And you mutt praife her Houfe, remember that, 
And ber Nobilitic. M\si.Let me, alone: 
No Heraid,no ror Autiquarie, Lungs, 
Shall doc it beeeer. Goe. Fac. Why this is yet 
A kinde of moierne happsne (fe, to haue 
Dol common for a great Lady, MAM. Now, Epicure, 
Heighten :hy (elfe,talke to her, allin Gold 5 
Rayne her as many fhowers, as Jove did dropps 
Vato his Daze, : Shewthe fea Mile, 
Compa’rd with AZammon, What? the Stene will do't. 
She thall fecle Gold, taft Gold, h-zre Cold, fleepe Gold = 
Nay, we will concsmoaer- Gold, I will be puillane, 
And mighty in my talketo her, Here ihe comes. 
Fac.To him, De/,fucklehim. This is che noble Knight, 
I told your Ladifhip, Mam.Madame,with your pardon , 
I kitfe your vefture, Do. Sir,I were vnciuill 
If I would fuffer that. my lip to you Sir. 
M 1m.] hope, my Lord your Brother bein health, Lady? 
Do L.My Lord, my Brother is, though I no Lady, Sir. 
Fac.Wellfaid my Gsmy-Bard, Mari. Right noble Madatn — 
F ac. Owe thal] haue molt fierce Idolatry ! 
MAM. Tis your Preregatiue,Do L. Rather your Courtefie, 
Mam. Werethere nought el{ceinlarg: vi ur vertues,to me, 
T hefe anfweres {peake your breeding, and your biood. 
Do .Bloodwee boat none, Sir a poore Bron’s Daughter. 
Mam.Poore, and gat you? Prophane not, had your Father 
Sleptall the happy remnant of his I1'¢ 
After that ag, len bue there ftill, and panted, 
H’had done inough, to'make himfelfe, hisitTue, 
And his poftcritie noble. Do. Sir, although 
We may be faid to want the guilt,and trappings, 
The dreife of Howor ; yet we {triueto keepe. 
The feedes, and the Adaterialls, Mam.1 doe fee 
The old agredsent, Vertuc, was not loit, 
Nor 
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Nor the Prag, Money, vf'dto make your compound, 

There isa f{trange Nobilitie, ‘your eye ; 

This lip,thatchinne, Methinkes you doerefemble 

One othe e4n/ffriack Princes. F ac. Very like, 

Her Father wasan Jrif> Cofter-monger. 

Mam. Thehoufe of Valois, tuft, had fuch a Nofe; 

Andfuch a Fore-head, yet, the Medici 

Of Florence boat. DoL.Troth, andI haue beene lik‘ned 

-— Toallthefe Princes, Fac. Pilbe {worne, I heard it. 

M am. I know not, how; Itis not any one, 

Buree’n thevery choife ofall cheir features. 

Fac. I'll in, and laugh. Mam. A certaine touch, or ayre, 

That {parklesa diuinitie, beyond 

An carthly beauty. DoL.O, you play the Courtier, 

M4m.Good Lady.gi’me leaue. Do L.In faith, I may not, 

To mock me, Sir. Ma,.To burne i’this (weet flame : 

The Phewsx never knewa nobler death, 

DoL.Nay,now youcourt, the Courtier, and deftroy 

What you would build. This Art, Sir, f your words, 

Calls your whole faith in queftion. Mam. By my foule — 

Dor, Nay.Oches are made o’the fame ayre, Sir, Mam.Nature 

Neuer beftow’d vpon mortalitie, 

A more vnblam’d, a more harmonious feature : 

She play’d the Step-dame in all faces, elle. 

Sweet Madame, Ie’ me be particular. 

Do. Particular, Sir? I pray you know your diftance, 

Mam. In no ill fenfe, fweet Lacy , but to aske 

How your fayre Graces palle the howers ? I {ee 

Yo are lodg’d, here, i‘the houfe of a rare man, 

An excellent Artift , But, what's that to you ? 

Do . Yes, Siz. I ftudy herethe A@sthematiques, 

And dbfisi/atizn,. MA™.O, I cry your pardon. 

H’is a Diuine Inftructer, can extra 

The foules of ald chings, by his art, call all 

The vertues, andthe miracles of the Swxne, 

Inco a te neratefornace teach dull .Vatare 

What her owne forcesate, A man, the Ewsp'rear . 
«8 
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Has courted, aboue Kelley : fent his medalls, 

And chaines,t’invite him. Do x, I, and for his Phyfck, Sir, 

Mam.Aboue theare of Escalapins, 

That drew the enuy of the Thanderer. 

I know all this, and more. Dot, Troth,Iam taken, Sir, 

Whole,with ticle ftudies, chat contemplate Nature : 

Mam.ltis a noble Humor. But, this forme 

Was not entended to fo darkea vie. 

Had you beene crooked, foule, of fome courfe mould, 

A Cloyfter, had done well : but, fuch a feature 

That might ftaud vpthe Glory of aKingdome 

Toliuereclule 2 is a mere /v/ecs/me, 

Though in a Nenne-y. Ie muft notbe. 

I mufe, my Lord your Brother will permit it: 

You thould {pend halfe my Land firft, werel hee, 

Dos not this Diamant better, on wy finger, 

Then the quarry § Dot. Yes.MAm.Why youarelike is. 

You were crvated, Lady, for lighe. 

Heare, You fhall weareie; take ie, che firft pledge 

Of what I {peake : to binde you, to beleeue me, 

Dot, Inchaines of Adamant ? MAm. Yes, the ftrongeft bands: 

And takeafecret, too. Here, by your fide, 

Doth ftand, this hower, the happicit man, of Ewrepe. 

Do . Youare contented, Sir? MAM. Nay, in true being: 

Theenuy of Princes, and the feare of States, 

Do, Say you fo, Sir Epscure? MAme Yes, andthqu hhale 

proucit, 

Daughter of Honor. I haue caft mine eye 

Vpon thy forme, and I will reare this beauty, 

Aboue all Stiles. DoL. You meane notreafon, Sir ? 

Mam, No, I will take away that iealoufie. 

I am theLord, of the Philofophers Stone, 

And thou the Lady. Do, How Sir, ha’ you that 2 

Mam.1 am the Matter of the AZas/7y, 

This day, the good Old wretch, here,o’the houfe 

Has made it forvs. Now, hee’s at prosection, 

Thinke therefore, chy firft with, now ; Let me heare it : F 
And, 
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And it thall raine intothy lap, no fhower, 

Bnt floods of Gold, whole cataracts, a deluge, 

To get aNation on thee. DoL.Youare pleafd,Sir, 

To worke on the ambition of our fexe, | 
Mam. I'am pleafd , the Glory of her (exe fhould know, 
This nooke, here, of the Frsers,is no climate 

For her, toliue obfcurely in, to learne 

Phyfickand Surgery, for the Conftables wife 

Of fomeodde Hundred in Effex ; but come forth, 

And taft che ayre of Palaces, eate, drinke 

The coyles of Empricks,andtheir boalted practife: 
Tincture of Pearle, and Corall,Gold, and Amber ; 

Be {eene at Feats, and Triumphs ; haue it ask’d, 

What Miracle the is 2 fet all che Fyes 

Of Cowr: a fire, likea burning Glalle, 

And worke ’heminto cinders ; when the iewels 
Oftwenty States adorne thee 3 and the lighe 

Strikes outthe Searres; that, when thy name is mention‘d, 
Queeues may looke pale : and, we, but fhewing our loue, 
Nero's Poppea may be oft in ftory. 

Thus will we haue it. Dot. Icould well confent, Sir. 
But, na Monarchy, how will this be ? 

The Prinze will foone take notice, and both feize 

You, and your Stone, it being awealth vnfit 

For any private fubiect. Mam.Ifhe knew it, 

Do L.Your felfe do buatt it, Sir. Mam. Tothee, my Life, 
DoL.O, bur beware, Sir, You may come to end 

The remnant of your dayes, in aloth’d prifon, 

By {peaking of it. MAM. ‘Tis no idle feare. 

Wee'll therefore goewith all, my Girle, and live 

Ina free State, where wee will eate our Mullets, 

Sous'd in high-countrey Wines, fup Phefants egges, 
And haue our Cockles, boyld in Siluer fhells, 

Our Shrimpesto {wim again. as when they liu'd, 

In arare butter,made of Dolphins milke, 

Whofe creamedo’s looke like Opalls : And, with thefe 
Delicate meates, {et our {elues high for pleafure ; 


And 
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Andtake vs downeagaine; and then renew 

Our youth, and ftrength, with drinking the Z&xirs 

And fo enioy a perpetuitic 

Offlife, and lutt. And thou fhalt ha’ thy Wardrobe, 

Richerthen Vatwres, (till, to change thy felfe, 

And vary oitner, for thy pride, chen thee : 

Or Art, her wile, andalmuft zquall fervane, 

FAc. Sir, youare tuo loud, I heare you, euery word, 

Into the Laboratery : tome hitter place, 

The Garden, or great Chamber aboue. How like youher ? 

MAM. Excellent, Lengs. There's for chee. FAc, But, doe you 
heare? 

Gvod Sir beware, no mention of the Rabbines, 

Mam, We thinke not on hem. Fac. O, it is well,Sir. Subtle = 


ACT.4. SCENE. 2. 


FAcE, SVBTLE. KASTRIL. DAME PLIANT. 


Oft thounotlaugh ? Svs, Yes. Arethey gone? F Ac. All's 
cleare, 
Svs. The Widdow is come.F ac. And your quarrelling Difciple? 
Svs. 1. Fac. .nuft to my Capraine-fhipagaine, then. 
Svs.Stay, Bring “hemin, firlt. Fac.Sol meant. Whatis fhe 2 
A Bony-Bell? ? SvB.I know not, Fac. We'll draw lorts, 
You'll ftand to that ? Svs. What elfe? F 4c.O, tora fuite, 
To fall now, likeaCurtine : Flap, Svan. To th’core, man. 
Fac. You'll ha'the firft kitle, ‘cat.fel am notreauy. 
Sv. Ycs,and perhaps hit you through both the noftrills, 
Fac.Who would youfpeakewith? Kas, Where's cheCapraine? 
Fac. Gone, Sir. 

About fome bufines.K 4s.Gone ? F ac, Heel returne ftraighe. 
But Mt. Doctor bis Lieutenant. is here. 
Svs,Comenere, a:y Worfhipfull Boy ,my Terre Fils, 
Thatis, my Boy of Land; Makethy approches: 
Welcome, [know thy luits, andthy delires, 
And I willferue, and fatistie “hem. Beginne. 


Charge me from thence, or thence, orin thisline ; 
Here's 
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Here is my Center: Ground thy Quarrell. Kas. Youlie. 
Svs.How,Child of wrath, and anger! The loud lie ? 
For what, my fodaine Boy ? Kas, Nay, that lookeyoutoo ; 
I am afore-hand, Svs.O, this’s notrue Gansnear, 
Andas ill Lezick. You mutt render caufes, Child, 
Your jir/,and (ccond Intentsons, know your Cancws, 
And your Dsasjions, Mooedes, Degrees, and Differences, 
Your ?redicaments,Subftance,and Accident, 
Series externe, andinterne,with their canfes 
Efficient, materiall, fermall, final, 
And ha’ your elements pertc@. Kas. What is this 
Theangry tonguehe talkecin / Svs. That falle precept, 
Of being aforehand, has deceiu’d anumber ; 
And made ’hem enter Quarrells, oftemtimes, 
Beforethey were aware: and afterward, 
Againft their wills. K 1s. How mutt doethen, Sir ? 
Svs.I crythis Lady mercy. She fhould, firft, 
Haue been faluted, I doecall you Lady, 
Becaufe you are to be one, cre’t be long, 
My {oft, andbuxome Widdow, Kas.Is the, i-faith ? 
Svs. Yes,or my art is an egregious liar, 
Ky. How know you? Svs. By infpection, on her forehead; 
An: fubtiltie of her lip, which mutt be tafted 
Often, tomakea iudgement. ’Slight, the melts 
Like a Afjrobalame | Hereis, yet, aline 
In rivo frontis, tels me, heisno Knight. 
Pit. What ishe chen, Sir ?Svs. Let me fee your Hand. 
O, your Linea Fartsne makes it plaine; 
And Stella, here, in Afonte venerts : 
But, mott of all, Janttura annularis. 
Heis a Souldier, ora Man of Art, Lady - 
But fhall haue fume great honour, hortly. Pi1. Brother, 
He’s arareman, beleeue me. Kas. Hold your peace 
Here comesthe tother rare man. ‘Sauc you Captayne. 
Fac.Good Mr, Kafril, Isthis your Sifter ? Kas.I Sit. 
Pleafe youto kuile her, and be proud to know her ? 
F Ac. I hhall be proudtoknow you, Lady, Pii.Brother, 
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Hecails me Lady, too, KAs.I, peace. I, heard it. 

F Ac. The Cosnt is come. Svs.Wherc is he? Fac.At the dore, 
Svs.Why,you mutt entertaine him. Fac.What'll youdoe 
With thefe the while? Svs, Why, haue’*hem vp, and fhew*hem 
Some Fuftian Booke, or che Darke Glatle. Fic, ’Fore God, 
Sheis adelicate Dab-chick | I muft haue her, 

Svs, Mutt, you? I, if your fortune will, you muft, 

Come Sir,the Captaine will come to vs prefently. 

Vil ha’'you to my Chamber of Demson{trations, 

Where l'ilfhew you both the Grammar, and Lozick, 

And R éeterick of Quarrelling, my whole method, 

Drawne out in Tables, and my Inftrument, 

T hae hath che feuerall Scale vpon’t, thall make you 

Ableto quarrell, ata ftrawes breadth, by Afooneelight. 

And, Lady, I'll haue you looke in 3 Glatle, 

Some halfean hower, but to cleare your eye-fighte, 

Againft you {<e your Fortune, which is greater, 

Then I may iudge vpon the fodaine, truft mee. 


ACT.4. SCENE. 3. 


Faci, SVBTLE, SV&RLY-~ 


VV are you, Doctor?Sv 3,111 cometo you prefently, 
Fac, I willha’ this {sme Widdow, now I ha’feene her, 


On any compofition. Svs..What doe you fay ? 
F ac. Ha you difpof'd of chem ? Svs, tha’ fene *hemvp, 
Fac Sabele,introth, [needs mult haue this Widdow. 
Svs.Is that the matter’ Ac, Nay, bute hcareme. Svs, Goeto 
If you rebell once, of fhall know it all, 
Therefore. be quiet, and obey your chance, 
Fac. Nay, thou art foviolent now. Du but conceiue, 
Thou are old, and canft not {crue —Svs,Who, cannot! ? 
Sblood, I will feruc her with thee, fora— Fac, Nay, 
But vnderftand : I'll giuc you compofition. 
Sve Twillnotereat with thee : what, fell my Foreune? 
“Ti, tyeteer chen my Birch-right, Doe not miurmure, 
Wiane her, and carry her. Ifyou grumble, Dod 
Knowes 
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Knowes it dire€tly. Fac, Well Sir, £ am filene. 

Will you goe help, to fetch in Do», in {tate ? 

Svs.1 follow you Sir, we mult keepe Face in awe, 

Or hewillouer-looke vs hke'a Tyranne, 

Braine of a Taylor! Whocomes here? Dow Jon | 

Sv. Sennores, be/o las manos, a vucitrat mercedes, 

Svs, Would you had ftoup‘da little,and kift our anes, 
Fac, Peace Suétle. Sv. Stab me; I fhall neuer hold, man. 
He lookesin that deepe Rute, like a Head ina plateer, 
Seru’d in by athort Cloke vpon two treflils, 

F Ac, Or, what doe you fay toa Collar of Brawne, cut downe 
Beneath the Soufe, and wriggled with a knife ? 

Svs.’Slud, he do’s looketoo fatto bea Spaniard, 

Fac. Perhapsfome Fleming, or {ome Hollander got him 
In ‘D'slwa’s time: Count Egments Baltard. Svs.‘Don, 
Your {ciruy, yellow A4a.irs¢ face is welcome. 

Sv2..Grutes. SvB, He {peakes, out of a Fortification, 

*Pray God, He ha’ no {quibsin thofe deepe fets. 

Sva. Vor i108, Sennores, may nda Cafa | 

Svs. Whar fayes he ?F ac. Praifesthe houfe, I thinke, 
{know nomore But’s action. Svs. Yes,the Ca/a, 

My precious Diego, will prove fayre inough, 

Tocotlen you in, Doe youmarke? you fhall 

Becotfened, Diego, F ac. Coffened,doe you fee ? 

My worthy ‘Denzel, Collened. Svk.Entiende, 

Svs. Do youintend it 2 Sodoewe deare Dom, 

Haueyou brought Piftolets? or Portagues ? 

My (ulemne D? Doft thou feele any ? Fac.Full, 
Svs.You thall be empticd, Dox.; pumped, and drawne, 
Dry, as thev fav. Fac.Milked. introth, {weet ‘Dow, 
Svs.Scea!l che Monfters; che great Lion of all, Dew. 
Svn.Co-+ licencia, (e puede ver aejia Scnnsra? 

Sv neWhattalkes benow ? Fac,O’ the Sennora,SvB. O,Donm, 
Thacis the Ltenetlfe, which you hall fee 

Ailo. my Pum. F vc. ’Slid, Sube/e, how fhall we:'oe ? 
SvB.Forwhat2F ac.Why,Del’s anploy’d,you kuow, Sys, That's 


truc. 
Fore 
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>Fore heau'n I know not: He muft ftay, that’s all. 

Fac, Stay? That he muftnot,by nomeanes, Svs, No, Why 2 

Fac. Vnletfeyou'll marreail. Slight, Hee'll {ufpect ie. 

And then hewill not pay, not halfefo well. 

This is atrauell’d Punque-Mafter, and do's know 

All the dclayes: a notable hot Raskall, 

And lookes, already, Rampant, Svs. S‘death, and Afemmon 

Mutt nor be eroubled, Fac, 44anemeon, in no cale | 

Svs.Whatthall we docthen? Fac. Thinke:you muft be fodaine. 

Sv. Entiendo, que la Sennora estan herwsofa, que codscie tan 

4 ver la, come la bien anenturanca dems-uida, 

Fac. AL vida? Slid, Subtle, he puts me in mind o'the Widdow, 

What doft thou fay to draw herto’t? Ha? 

And tell her, itis her Fortune. All our vencer 

Now lies vpon’t. It is but one man more, 

Which on’schiance to haueher : And, belide, 

There is no Maiden-head, to be fear’d, or loft. 

What doft thou thinke on’t, Sebrle 2Sv8. Who 1? Why== 

Fac. The Credit of our houfe toois engag'd. 

Svs. Youmade me an offer for my share e’re while, 

Whaewilt thou gi’ me, i-faith? F ac. O, by that light, 

Ile not buy now. Youknow your doome to ine, 

B’en take your lot, obey your chance, Sir; winne her, 

And weare her, out for me. Svs, Slight. I'll not work her then. 

Fac. Itisthe common caule, therefore bethinke you. 

Dol elfe mult know it, as you faid, Sv8.1 care not. 

Svr. Sennores,por que (etardatanta? 

Svs. Faith,I am not fit, I am old, FAc.T hat’s nowno reafon, 

Sir. | 

Svar. Puede fer, de hazer burla de mi amor, 

F ac. You heare the Don, too? By this ayre, I call, 

And loofe the hinges, Do/. Svs, A plague of Hell— 

Fac, Will you then doe ? Svs.Yo’ are aterrible Rogue, 

He thinke of this : will you, Sir, call the Widdow ? 

Fac. Yes. And Ile take her too, with all her faults, 

Now, I doethinke on’e better. Sv8.With all my heare, Sir, 

Am] difcharg’d o'the lot. Fac. As you pleafe, Svs, cag” 
AC, 
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Fac.Remember, now, that, vpon any change, 

You neuer claime her. Svs.Much good ioy,and health to'you 
Sir. 

Marry a Whore ? Fate, let me weda Witch, firlt. 

Svi. ‘Por effashonra-a’s ba bas, Sv5. He fweares by hisbeard. 

Difpatch ,and cali che B: uthier too. Svr. 7 sengo dda, Seunores, 

Que no me bagan algunat: aycson, 

Svs. How, ItTue on ? Yes, preffo Sensor. Pleafe you 

Entrathathe Coambratha, worthy Dons 

Where if ie pleafe the F..res, in your Bstbada, 

You fhall be fok’d, and ftrox’d, and tub’d, and rub’d, 

And {crub'd, and fub’d, deare D-n, before you goe, 

You fhallin faith, n:y fcirwe Babicn Den; 

Be cursied, claw’d, flaw’d, and caw’d, indeed. 

Iwill the heartiher goe abuut itnow, 

And make the Widdow a Punke, fo much the fooner, 

To bereueng’d on this impctuous Face: 

The quickly doing ofitis the grace. 


ACI.4. SCENE. 4 


Facr. KAsTRIL, Da: PLIANT. SVBTLE. SVRLY, 


Co Lady: I knew, the Doétor would not Ieaue, 

Till he had found the very nick of her fortune. 

Kas. Tobea(centeffe fay you? FAc. A Spanih Conuteffe,Sir, 
Pit, Why? is that beteer then an Engi Connteffe ? 

Fac. Better 2?’Slight, make you that a queftion, Lady ? 

K As. Nay, the is a foole, Captaine, you muft pardon her, 
Fac, Aske from your Courtier, to your Innes of Court-man, 
Toyour mere Millaner ; They will tel! you all 

Your Spars% tennet is che beft Horle. Your Spanifo 

Stoupe is the beft Garbe. Your Spans Bzard 

Isthe beft Cue Your Spanifs Ruffes are tle belt 

Weare. Your Span/h Pawn the belt Daunce, 

Your Spani/i titdJlationina Gloue 

The belt Perfume. And, for your Spanifh Pike, 

And Spawife Blade, let your poore Captaine {peake. 
Herecomes the Doétor, Svs, My molt hunor’d Lady, 
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For fo 1 am nowto ftile you, hauing found 

By this my (cheme, youare to vndergoe 

Anhonourable fortune, very fhortly. 

What will youfay now, iffome —Fac.Iha’told herafl, Sir, 

Andher right worfhaptuil Brorher,here, that the thall be 

A Counteffe: doenot delay ‘hem Sir. A Sp.xsf, (ountejfe, 

Svs.Still, my {carfe Worllipfull Captaine, you can keepe 

Nofecret, Well, fince he has told you, Madam, 

Doe you forgiue him, and I doe.K.4s, She fhall doc chat. Sit, 

Vlelooke to’t, ‘tismy charge. Svs, Well then. Nought refts 

Bucthat fhe fie her Loue,now, to her fortune, 

Pvt, Truely, 1 shall neuer brookea Spe.tsra, SvB, No ? 

Pri Neuer,lin esghey escht could I abide’hem, 

Andthat was foine thre yeare afore Iwas borne in truth. 

Svs.Come, you muft loue him, or be miferable: 

Choofe, which you will. Fac. By this goudruh. perfwade her, 

She will cry Seraw-berric: elfe,withir: chis eweluemonth, 

Svs. Nay,Shads, and Mickrcll,which is wort, F Ac. Indeed, Sir? 

Kas.Gods lid, you thall lou hi:, or Ie kick you. PLI, Why? 

Ile doeas you will ha’ me, Brother. Kas. Doe, 

Orby this hand I'll maull you, Fac. Nay good Sir. 

Be not fo fierce. Svs.No my enraged Child, 

Shewil] be rul’d. What when fhe comes to taft 

T he pleafures of a Countetle, to be courted — 

Fac. Andkift, and ruffled — Svs.1, behindthe hangings, 

Fac. Andthencomeforth in pompe—Svs.And know her 
State— 

Fac.Of keeping all ch’ Idolaterso'the Chamber 

Barer to her, then at their prayers — Sv3.lsferu'd 

Vponthe knee— F ac.And has her Pag<s,duifhers. 

Foutmen, & Coaches — Svs.Her ix Mares F ac.Nay eight ~ 

Svs.To burry her through London, to th’ Exchanae, 

Bet'lem, the ChinaHoules—= F Ac. Yes, and haue 

The Citizens gape at her, and praife her Tires, 

And A1y- Lords Goofe turd bands, that rides with her. 

Kas,Moft braue! By this hand, youare not my Sutter, 

If yourefule, PL1.] will not refule, Brother, 

Bva, Sue es eflo Scnnores, que non fevenga ? Efte 
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Eftatardanzame mata! Fac.Ic is the Connt come, 
The Doétor knew hewould be here, by his ert. 
Svs.Ex Gallanta Madama,Don | Gallanis/sima| 
GR. Por todos los diofes, la mas acabada 
Hermofnra, que be vifte en mivida! } 
Fac. Is’enota gallant languagechat ehey {péake 
Kas.Anadinirable language! Is'tnot French ? 
Fac. No Spanth, Sir, Kas It goes like Law-French, 
And thar, they fay, is che Cowrzelieft language, Fac. Lift Sir. 
SvR.El Sol ba perdide fs lambre, con el 
Re/plandor que tracefta dama,Valgame dios! 
Fac.He’admires your Sifter. Kas.Muft not the make curtly2 
Svs. ‘Odswill, the muft goeto him, Man ; and kitle him : 
Itis the Spanif fathion, forthe women 
To make firlt cowrt. Fac, ‘Tis true hetels you, Sir: 
His Art knowes all, Svx.Por gue wo fe acide? 
Kas. Hefpeakes to her, chinke 2 Fac. T hat he do's Sir. 
Svr.Por el amor de dios, que es efto,que fe tarda? 
Kas. Nay, fee: the will not vnderftand him. Gull. 
Noddy. Pi1. What fay you Brother? Kas. Atle, my Sufter, 
Goce kutTe him, asthe Cunning man would ha’ you. 
I'll chruft a pinnei’your buttocks elfe. Fac. O,no Sir, 
Svr, Senora mia, ms perfona muy indiguaclta 
elle gar atanta Hermofura, 
Fac. Dos he not vfe her brauely ? Kas.Brauely, i-faich! 
Fac. Nay he will vicher better. Kas, Doe you thinke fo 2 
Svr, Sennora, fi fora feruida, entremus. 
Kas, Where do’she carry her ? Fac.Intothe Garden, Sir, 
Take youno thought, I muft ineerpret for her. 
Sv5.Giue Do/ the word. Come my fierce Child, Aduance, 
Wee'llto our quarrelling Leffon againe. Kas. Agreed. 
Iloue a Spaxif Boy, withall my heart. 
Svs. Nay, and by this meanes, Sir, You thall be Brother 
T oagreat Connt. Kas. 1,1 knew ehar,aefirft. 
This match will aduance che Houfe of the Kaffrils. 
Svs. Pray God your Sifter proue but pliant, Kas. Why, 
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Her nameis fo, by her other Husband. $vs.How! 

Kas. The Widdow Piast. Knew younot that ‘ Svz.No faith Sir, 
Yet, by erection of her Fizare,! geltit, 

Come, let's goe practife, K 15. Yes,but doe you thinke, Doctor. 

I cer fhall quarrell well ? Sv5.1 warrant you, 


ACT. 4. SCENE. 5. 


Doct. MamMon, FAcée SVBTLE. 


Or after Alexanders death—— Man. Good Lady — 
Do . That Perd:ccas and efatizones were flaine, 
Theewo that (tood, S«/euc’,and Prolomee — 
Mam.Madame, Doi.Made vp the two /egs,and the fearth Beaj. 
That was Gos-Nerth, and Egypt-South: which after : 
Was call’d Gog Jron-lec, and Senth Iron-leg — Mam, Lady == 
Dot. Andthen Goz-bormed, So was £zyft, too 3 
Then Appr Clay-leg, and Gog Clay-leg—— Mam, Sweet Madame. 
Doi.And lat Gog-D aff, and A2gypt-Da/t, which fall 
In thelaftlinke of the fowrsh Chaine. And thefe 
BeStarresin Story, which nonefec, or looke at—= 
Mam. What fhall I doe? Do. Forgs he fayes, except 
We callthe Rabsine:, and the Heathen Greekes — 
Mam, Deare Lady. Dot. Tocome from Saless,& from Athens, 
And teach the peopleof great Britaiwe— F ac. What's the marter, 
Sir? 
Do .To fpeake the tongue of Eber, and Zewan— MAm.O, 
Sh’ is in her fit.Do1.We hall know nothing ~- Fac. Death,Sir, 
We arevndone. Dox.Where.then, a learned Linguift 
Shall {ce the antient vf'd communion 
Of Vewels,and (onfonantt — F ac.My Matter will heare ! 
DoL.A Wiledome, which ?yrbazoras held moft high— 
Mam. Sweet honorable Lady.Do1.To comprife 
All founds of voices, in few markes of L:11e7s — 
Fac, Nay you muft never hope to lay her now. 


Dor; 
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Dor And (o we may arriue by Talmud skill, ) Fac.How did you puther into’t? Mas, Alaffele 
Andprofanc Greeke, to raile the building vp | Of a fife Monarchy I would erc&, 
Ot Helens houfe, azainft the Ifmaelite, Which the Philofophers fomef{by chance) And the 
King ef Thozsrme, and his Habergions Falls on the other foure ftraight. Fac.Out of B 
Brimitony,blew,and firy 5 and the torce I told you fo.’Slid ftop her mouth. Man. Is’t belt 
Of Ring Abaddon, & the Beaft of Cistins: | Fac. She'll neuer leaue eife. If the old man heare 
Which Reboi Dawid Kimchi, Onke-os, VVc arc but faces, A thes. Svs.V Vhat's to doe 
And Aben-Exra doe interpret Rome. J Fac, O,we are loft. Now the heares him, fhe is 
Mam. Where hall I hide me ? Svz.How ! Wha fight is here ? 
Clofe deedesof Darknetfe, and that fhunne the lighe ! 
Bring him againe. Who is he? What,my Sonne? 
O, I haue liu’deoo long. MAM Nay'gvod, deare Father, 
There was no’vnchatt purpofe. Svs.Not,and flee me, 
When I comein? MAM. That was my Error, Svs. Error ? 
Guile, guile, my Sonne, Giue it che right Name, No maruaile, 
If! found check in our great Worke within, 
When /uch affayres as thefe were managing. 
M4m.Why,haue you fo ? Svs.Iehas gone back this halfe houre : 
Andall chereft of our deffe Werkes ftand ftill. 
Whcerei- the Inftrument of wickednelfe, 
My lewd falfe Drudge? Mam. Nay good Sir blamenot him. 
Belecue me, ‘twas againft his Will, or Knowledge. 
I faw her by chance. Svs. Will you commit more finne, 
T excufea Varlet ? Mam.By my hope, ‘tis true Sir, 
Svs Nay,thenI wonder letle, ifyou, for whom 
The blefling was prepat’d, would fo tempt heauen: 
And loofe your fortunes. MAM. Why Sir? Svs, This will hinder 
The Worke, a Month at leaft, Mam.Why, ifit doe, 
What remedie ? but thinke it not, good Father: 
Our purpofes were honeft. Svs. As they were, 
So the reward will proue. How now ! Aye me. 
God, and all Saints be good tovs. What'sthat ? 
Fac. O Sir, we are defeated : all the #orkes 
Are flowne in fume. Every Glatle is burit. 
Fornace, andall rentdowne : as if a Bolt 
Of thunder had beene driazen chro the houfe. 
Retorts, Receivers, Pellicanes, Bole-heads, 
All ftrooke in thiuers. Help good Sir. Alatfe, 
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Coldnetle, and Deatlyinuades him. Nay, Sir AZamsneen, 

Do the fayre offices of a man. You {tand, 

As you were readier to depart, then he. 

Who’sthere? My Lord her Brother is come, MAM, Ha, Lungs? 
Fac. His Coachis at the dore. Auoid his ligke, 

For hee’s as furious,as his Sifter is mad. 

Man.Alatle! Fac, My braineis quite vndone with the fume, Sir, 
Ine’er multhopeto be mineowne man againe. 

Mam. IsalHolt, Cangs ¢ Will nothing be preferu’d, 

Of all our coft ? Fac.Faith, very little, Sir. 

A peck of coales, or fo, which is cold comfort, Sir, 

Mam.O my voluptuous minde ! I am iuftly punifh’d. 

Fac, And foam I, Sir. Mam.Caft fromall my hopes— 

F ac. Nay, certainties Sir, MAm.By mine owne bale affe€tions, 
Svs.Othe curt fruits of vice, and luft ! Mam. Good Father, 
Tewas my finne. Forgiue it. Sv 8. Hangsmy roofe 

Quer vs ftill, and will not fall, O Luftice, 

Vpon vs, for this wicked man ! F Ac. Nay, looke, Sir, 

You grieue him, now, with ftaying in his fight : 

Good Sir, the Noble man will cometoo, and take yoo, 

And that may breed a Tragedy, MAM. I'll goe, 

F ac.I, andrepent at home, Sir. I¢may be, 

For fome good penance, you may ha’it, yet 

A hundred pound to the Boxe at Bes'/ems. Mam, Yes, 

Fac. For the reftoring fuch as ha’ their wits. Ma. V'lldo’t, 
Fac. He fend oneto you torecciucit.MAm.Doe. 

Isno Prose étson left 2 Fac. All fowne,or ftinkes, Sir. 

Mam. Wil naughe be fau'd, that’s good for med’cine, think ft thou? 
Fac.I cannot tell Sir, There will be, perhaps, 

Something, about the {craping of the Shardes, 

Will cure ehe Iech,though noe your itch of minde, Sir, 

Ie thall be fau'd for you, and fent home. Good Sir, 

This way, for feareche Lord fhould meet you. Svs. Face. 
Fac.L. Svs, Is he gone? Fac.Yes,andas heauily 

As all che Gold he hop’dfor, were in his bloud. 

Let vs be light, chough. Svs.I, as Balls, and bound 

And hit our heads againft theroofe forioy, 
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There's fo much of our care now caft away. 

Fac.Now toour Dow, Svs. Yes,your yong Widdow,by thistime 
Is madea Cowntcffe, Face : Sh’ has beene in trauaile 

Ofa yong Heyrefor you. Fac.Good, Sir, Svs.Off with your cafe, 
And greet her kindly, as a Bridegroome fhould, 

After thefe common hazards. FAc.Very well, Sir. 

Will you goe fetch Dow Desgo off thewhile ? 

Svs. And fetch him ouer too, if you'll be pleafd Sir: 

Would Def were, in her place, to pick his pockets now, 

Fac Why you candoitas well, if you would fet to’t. 

J pray you prouc your vertue. Svs,For your fake, Sir. 


ACT.4. SCENE. 6. 


Svr Ly. Da: PLIANT. SVBTLE, FACE, 


| Bes you fee into whathands, you are falne ; 
Mongft what a Neft of villaines ! and how ncare 
Your lionor was t’}haue catch’d acertaine clap 
(Through your credulitie) had I but beene 

So pundtually forward, as Place, Time, 

And other circumftance would ha’ madea man. 

For yo’ are ahandfome woman: would yo’ were wife, too. 
I ama Gentleman, come here difgunf'd, 

Onely to finde the Knaueries of this (stadell, 

And where I might hauewrong’d your honor,and haue noe, 
1 claime fome intereft in your loue. You are, 

They fay, a Widdow , rich: and 1 am a Batcheler, 
Worth naught. Your fortunes may make mea man, 

As mine ha’ preferu’d you a woman. Thinke vpon ie, 
And whether, I have deferu’d you,or no. Px1.1 will, Sir. 
Svx.And for thefe Houthold- Rogues, lee me alone. 
Totreat with them. Svs. How doth my noble Diego ? 
And my deare Afadame, (ounteffe 2 Hath the Count 
Beene courtcous, Lady ? liberal] ? and open’ 
Donzell,me thinkes you looke melancholike, 

After your Costas, and {curuy ! Trucely, 

Idoe not like the dulnetfe of your eyes 

It hath a heauy caft, tis vpfee Daszb, 
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And fay’s youare a lumpifh Whore-matfter. 

Be lighter,! will make your pockets fo.. 

Svr. Will you,Dox Baud,and Pick-purfe? How now?Reele you ? 
Standvp Sir, you fhall finde fince I ain fo heauy, 

I'll gi’ you xquall weight. Svs.Help, Murder, Svar. No Sir. 
There's no fuch thing intended. A good Cart, 

Andacleanc Whip hall cafe you of that feare. 

Jam the Spansfo Don, that thould be cotler -d, 

Doe you fee? cotlened. Where's your Captaine Face ? 

That parcell-Broker, and whole-Baud, all Raskall. 
Fac.How, Sur/y ! Svr.O, make your approach, good Captaine, 
Vhaue found, from whence your Copper Rings, and Spoones 
Come now, wherewith you cheate abroad in Tauernes. 
*Twas here, youlearn’d t’annzint your boote with Brimftone, 
Then rub mens Gol: on’t,for akinde oftouch, 

Andfay ‘twas naught, when you had chang’d the colour, 
That you might ha’t for nothing. And this Doctor, 

Your footy, {moaxy-bearded Compeere, He 

Will clofe you fo much Gold, in a Boltsehead, 

And, ona turne, conuay (the ftead ) another 

With /ablim’d Mercenary, that fhail burft ‘the heate, 

And flyeoutall sn fums0. Then weepes ammon, 

Then fwounes his Worthip. Or he isthe Fas/tws, 
Thatcaftech figures, and canconiure, cures 

Plageic, Piles, and Poxe, by the Ephemerides, 

And holds intelligence, with all the Baudes, 

And Midwiues of three Shires. While youfend in = 
Captaine, (what is he gone? ) Dam'fells with child, 

Wiues. that are barren, or, the waiting-Maide 

With the Greene-ficknelle, Nay Sir, you mutt tarry 

Though he befcap’t; and anfwere, by the cares, Sir. 


ACT.4. SCENE. 7. 


Face, KASTRIL; SvRLY, SvBTLE. DRVGGER. 
ANANIAS. Da: PLIANT. DOL. 
\ rN 7 Hy. now’s the time, if ever you will quarrell 
Well (asthey Gy) and bea true-borne Child, - 
¢ 
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The Doétor, and your Sifter both areabufd, 

Kas.Whereis he? Which is he ? He is a Slaue 

What ere heis, andtheSonne of a Whore. Are you 

The Man, Sir, I would know ? Svz.I fhould be loth, Sir, 

To confetfe fo much.Ka s-Then youlie, i’ your chrote. SvR.How? 

F ac. Avery errant Rogue, Sir,and a Cheater, 

E:nployd here, by another Coniurer, 

That dos notloue the Door, and would croffe him 

Ifhekniw how — Svi.Sir youareabuf'd. Kas.Youlie, 

And ‘tis no matter. F Ac.Well faid,Sir. He is 

The impudent’ft Raskall-— Sv .Youareindeed. Will you heare 
me, Sir? 

F Ac, By no meanes, Bid him be gone.K as.Be gone Sir,quickly. 

Sv. This’s ftrange! Lady,doe you informe your Brother. 

Fac. There is notfuch a Foy ft, in all che cowne, 

The Doétor had him, prefently : And findes, yet, 

The Spznifo Connt will come, here. Beare vp, Subtle, 

Svs. Yes Sir, he muft appeare, within this hower. 

Fac.And yetthis Rogue, would come,in a difguife, 

By the temptation of anorher Spirit, 

To trouble our Art,though he could not hurt it, Kas.I, 

I know— Away, you talkelikea foolith Mauther, 

Sv. Sis, all is eruth, the fays, Fac. Doe not beleeue him, Sir: 

He is the lying ft Swabber, Come your wayes, Sir, 

Sv, You areval:antout of Company. Kas. Yes, how then Sir? 

Fac. Nay,here’san honeft fellow too, that knowes him, 

And all his cricks, Make good what Ifay, Abel, 

This Cheater would ha’ cotfen‘dthce o’the Widdow. 

He owes this honeft Dragger, here, feuen pownd, 

He has had on him, in ewo-peny’orths of 7abacze, 

Div. Yes Sir. And he hath damn’d himfelfe three termes, to 

ay me, 

FA ; And what do’s he owe for Letiwms ? Dav. Thirty hhillings, Sir: 

And for fix Syringes. Sv°..Hydre of villany ! 

Fac.Nay, Sir you muft quarrell him ouro'the houfe,Kas Iwill 

Sir, if you get not out 0 doores, you lie, 

And you are aPimpe, Sv. Why this is madnelle, Sir, 
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Not valurein yous! mutt laugh ae this, 

Kas. It is my humors youarea Pimpe, anda Trig, 

Andan «Amadis de Gaule,or aDonw QDrixote, 

Dav. Or aKnight othe curios coxeumbe. Doe you lee ? 

AN A.Peacetothe Houfhold. Kas. Ie keepe peace, for no man, 

Ana.Catting of Dollers is concluded lawfull. 

Kas. Is hethe Conftable 2? Svs. Peace e4nanias,F ac, No, Sir. 

Kas, Then youarean Otter, and a Shad,a Wiss , 

Avery 7im.Svx. You'll heareme Sir? Kas. Iwill not. 

ANA. Whatis the Motiue. Svs.Zeale,inthe yong Gentleman, 

Againt his Spanifs flops. ANA. They are profane, 

Leud, fuperftitious, and idolatrous Breeches, 

Svr. New Raskals ! Kas. Willyou be gone, Sir? Ana. Auoid 
Sathan, 

Thou art not of the light. That Ruffe of pride, 

About thy neck, betrayes thee: ‘and isthe fame 

With that, which the vncleane Birds, in feaenty-fewen, 

Were feene to pranke it with, on diuers coafts, 

Thou look’ft like e-4nticbrs/t, in chat leud hat. 

Svx.I mult giue way. Kas. Be goneSir. Svx, Butile take 

Acourfe with you-— ANA. Depart, proud Spanih Feend « 

Svi.Captaine,and Doctor. AN a.Child of perdition, K as Hence 
Sir, 

Did I not quarrel! brauely ? Fac. Yesindeed Sir. 

Kas. NayandI giue my mindeto’,, I thall do’t, 

Fac.O you mutt follow Sir, and threaten him tame. 

Hee'li turne againe elfe. Kas.1 ‘Il re-eurne him,then, 

Fac. Drugger, this Rogue prevented vs, for thee ; 

We' had determin’d, that chou fhouldft ha’come, 

Ina Spams (ute, and ha’ carried her fo, andhe 

A Brokerly flaue, goes, puts it on himfelfe. 

Hatt brought the Damask?D v.Yes Sir,F ac. Thou mutt borrow 

A Spans h tuite. Halt thou no credit with the Players ? ; 

Di v.Yes Sir, did you neuer fee me play the Foole 2 

Fac.I knownot Vad, Thou hale, if can help ie. 

Hieronime’s old Cloke, Ruffe, and Hat will ferue : 

le tell thee more, when thou bringft ‘hem, AN A.Sir,I know 


The 
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The Spamiard hatesthe Brethren, and hath Spies 
Vpon their A@tions: And that this was on¢ 
I make no (cruple, But the holy Synode 
Hauebeene in prayer, and meditation, for it. 
And’tis reueald no leffe,to them, then mee, 
That cafting of Money is moft lawtull. Svs. True. 
But here, I cannot docie ; if the Houfe 
Should chance to be fulpected, all would out, 
And we belock’d vp,in the Tower, for cuer, 
To makeGold there: (forth’ ftate) neuer come out. 
And, then, are you defeated. ANA. I will tell 
This to the Elders, and the wcaker Brethren, 
Thatthe whole (ompany of the Separation 
May ioynsin humble prayer againe, (Svs. And fafting.) 
ANA.Yea,for fome hitter place. The Peace of minde 
Reft with thefe walles, Svs. Thankes, courteous e4sanids, 
F ac.What did he come for? Svs,About calting Dollers, 
Prefently, outofhand, And fo, I toldhim, 
A Sparift Mintfter came hereto {pie 
Againft the Faichfull — Fac. Iconceiue, Come Subtle, 
Thou ait fo downevpontheleatt difatter ! 
How wouldft cho’ ha’ done, ifI had nothelpt thee out ? 
Sv 8J thankethee Fuce, for the Angry Boy, i-faith, 
Fac.Who would ka’ lookt, it fhould ha’ beene that Raskall? 
Surly ? Hehaddy’d his beard, andal), Well, Sir, 
Here’s Damask come,to make you a {uite.Sva ,Where's Dragger? 
Fac.Heis gone to borrow me a Spaxi/h habite, 
Hebethe Counr, now, Svs. But where’s the Widdow ? 
Fac Within, with my Lords Sifter: AZsdame Dul 
Is entertaining her. Svs, By your fauour, Face, 
Now fheis honeft, I will ftand againe, 
Fac. You ill noe offerit :Sva.Why? Fac.Stand toyour word, 
Or— Here comes De/,She knows— Svs.Yo’are tyrannvus till, 
F ac.Serict for ny right. How now, De/? Haft told her, 
The Spans Count willcome {Do . Yes,butanother is come, 
You little look’d for. Fac. Who's that? Dot. Your Matter: 
The Matter ot the Houfe, Svs, How Dol? F ac. She lies, 
L This 
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This is fometricke Come leaue your Qusblms, Derothee. 

Do L.Looke out,andfce, Svs.Artthouin earnelt? Doc, Slighe 
Forty othe Neighbours are about him, talking, 

FAc.’Tishe, by this good day.DuL.” Twill proueill day, 
Forfomeonvs.Fac.Weare yndone, andtaken. 

Dot, Loft, | amafraid. Svs.You {aid he wouldnot come, 
While there dyed one a Weeke, within the Liberties. 

Fac.No: ‘twas within the Walls.Sv8.Was't(o ? Cry’ you mercy : 
I thought the Liberties. What fhall we doe now, Face? 
Fac.Belilent, nota word, if hecall,or knock, 

T'll into mine old fhapeagaine, and meet him, 

Of Jeremie,the Butler, I’ the meanc time, 

Doe youtwo pack vpall the goods,and purchafe, 

That we can carry ithe two trunkes, ll keepe hyn 

Off for to day, if I cannot longer :And then 

At night, Hefhip you both away to Ratchffe, 

Where wee'll meet to morrow, and then wee'll fhare. 

Let Aammon’s Braile, and Peuter keep the Cellar : 

Wee'll haue another time for chat. But, Dol, 

"Pray thee goe heatea little water, quickly, 

Subtle mutt fhaue me. All my Captaines beard 

Mutt off,to make meappeare {mooth Jeremy. 

You'll do’t? Svs. Yes Ile fhaue you, as well asI can. 

Fac. Andnotcut my throte, buttrim me ?5v8. You fhall ee, Sir. 


AGT.s5. SCENE. 1. 
Love-WIT. NEIGHBOVRS.» 
Asthere beene fuch refort,fay you? Nel. 1.Daily, Sir. 
Nei. 2 And nightly,too,Né 1.3.1,fomeas braue as Lords. 
Ne1. 4.Lacdies, & Gentlewomen.Né! .4.Citizens Wiues, 
Nét.1-And Knights. Ne1.6.In Coaches, NEI. 2.Yes and Oyfter- 


women. 
N1.1,Belide other Gallants, Ne 1.3. Saylors Wiues. NE 1.4.7 4- 
bacce-men. 
Net.s.Another Pénsiico, Lov What fhould my Knaueaduance, 
To drawthis company ? He hung out no Banners 


Ofa ftrangeCalfe, with fiue legs, to be feene ? 
Or 
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Or a huge Lobftar, with fix clawes? NEI. 6. No Sir. 
NEI. 3, We had gonein, then, Sir. Lov. He has no guife 
Of Teeching i’the nofe, that ere 1 knew of } 
You faw no Bils{ce vp, that promis’d cure 
Of Agues,or the Tooth-ach ? NEI. 2.Nofuch thing, Sir. 
Lov.Nor heard a Drum ttrouke, for Babouns,or Puppets ? 
NE1.5 Neither Sir.Lov. What deuife fhould he bring forth now? 
I loue a teeming wit,asI Joue my nourifhment. 
‘Pray God heha’ notkeptfuch open houfe, 
That he hath fold my hangings, and my bedding: 
I left him norhing clfe, If he haue eate’hem, 
A plague o’ the Moath, fay I. Sure he has got 
Some baudy Pictures, to call all this Ging ; 
The Frier, and the Nun ; or the new AL-ts0n 
Of the Knights Courfer,couering the Parfons Mare ; 
T he Boy of lix yeare old, with the greae thing: 
Or't may be, hehas the leas thae runne at Tilt, 
Vpona Table, or fome Dug to Daunce ? 
When faw you him: N<1. 1. Who Sir, Jeremie? NEI. 2. Jeremie 
Butler ? 
Wefaw him not, this mont’h,Lov.How! NEI. 4. Notthefe fue 
weekes, Sir. 
NE ; -Thefe fix weekes, atthe leaft, Lov. Yo’amaze me,Neighe 
ours. 
NEI.5.Sure, if your Worfhip know noe whercheis, 
Hee's fliptaway. NEI, 6, Pray God, he be not made away. 
Lov. Ha? It’s notime to queftion, then. Nt 1.6. About 
Some three weekes fince, I heard a dolefullcry, 
As | {ate vp,a mending my wiues {tockings. 
Lov. This’s ftrange! that none will anfwere !Didft thou heare 
A cry,faift chou ?Ne1. 6. Yes Sir, like vnto a Man 
That had beene ftrangled an hower, and could not {peake. 
Net 2.1 heardit too, iult thisday three weekes,attwo a clock 
Next morning. Lov. Thefe be miracles, or you make ‘hem{o t 
A mananhower ftrangled, and could not {p-ake, 
And both you heard him cry ? N:1. 3. Yes, downward, Sir, 
Lov. Thouart a wile fellow, Giueme thy hand,I pray thee. 
Lz What 
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What trade art thou,on 2? Ne1.3.A Smith,and’t pleafe your 
Worfhip. 

Lov.ASmuth? Then,lend methy help, to gee this dore open, - 

NEI. 3. That! will prefenely, Sir, buefeech my tooles — 

Net, 4. Sir.Beft to knock apaine,atore you breake it, 


ACT..5 SCENE. 2. 


Love-Wit. FACE. NEIGHBOVES. 


Will. FAc. What meane you Sir? N1. 1.2 4.0,H>re's Jeremie | 
Fac,Good Sir,Come fromthe dore. Luv.Why ? what's the 
matter ? 
Fac.Yet farder,you are to neare,yet. Lov I’the name of wonder, 
What meaaczsthe fellow ?Fac. The Houle Sir,has beene vifited. 
Lov. What ? withthe Plague?(tand thou thé tarder.FAc.No,Sir, 
I had ienor. Lov. Who had it then?! lefe 
None cile, butchee ithe houfe, Fac. Yes,Sir. My Fellow, 
The Car,that kept the Burtry, hadit on her 
A weceke, before I {picdi¢ s But | gother 
Coruay’d away rrhe night. And fol fhue 
The houfe vp fora Month -- Lov. How! Fac.Purpofing thé, Sir. 
T haueburne Rofe-vinegar, Triackle, and Tarre, 
And, ha’ sade itfweer, that you should never ha’ krrowne it 
Becaufel knew the Newes would bur affli@ you, Sir. 
Lov. Breatialetle, and farder off. Why thisis {tranger ! 
J he Neighbors tell me all, here, thatthe Dores 
Have thil been open, F ac.How Sir? Lo v.Gallants,Men,and 
Wonren, 
And of all forts, tag-rag, beene feene to Hock here 
Inthreaues, thefe ten weekes, astoa fecond itoys-den, 
In daves of ‘Pinsheo, and Eye-brizht, F Ac. Sir, 
Their wifedomes will not fay fo. Lov. To day, they fpeake 
Of Coaches,and Gallants ; one ina Frinch-hood, 
Went tn, they tell me: and another was feene 
InaVeluet Gowne, at the windore. Diuerfe more 
Patlein and out, Fae. They did patfe chrough che dores then, 
Or walls, T allure cheir Eyelights,and their Spe@acles ; 
For here,Sir,are the keyes ;and here haue beene, 
In this my pocket, now, aboue twenty dayes, And 
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And for before, I kepethe Fort alone,there. 

But that ‘tis yct not deepe ithe afternoone, 

I fhould belceue my Neighbours had feene double 

Through the Blackepot, arid made thefe apparitions: 

For,on my faithto your Worfhip, for thefe three weekes 

And vpwards, che dore has not beeneopend. Lov.Strange! 

N _ 1.1,.Good faith, | thinkeI fawa Coach! Ner.2, AndI too, 
Vild ha’ been: fworne ! Lov, Doe you but thinke ie now ? 

And but oneCoach? Ni1.4, We cannottell, Sir, Jeremy 

Isa very honeft fellow. F ac. Did you fee me at all ? 

N7=1.3.No, That weare {ure on. Né1.2.1 Il be fworneo’ that, 
Lov.Fine Rogues,to haue your teftimonies builton! 

Nz 1.3.1s Jeremy come! Ne 1.1.0 yes.you may leaue your tooles, 
We were deceiu'd, hefaics. Nri.2. He bashad the keyes; 
Andthedore has bin thut thefethree weeks.NE1.3.Likeenough. 
Lov. Peace, and get hence, you Change!ings. FAc. Swr/ycome! 
And Mammen made acquainted ? They'll tell all. 

( How fhall I beace chem off ? What thall | doe?) 

Nothing’s more wretched, thena guiity confcience, 


ACT.5. SCENE. 3. 


SVRLY, MAMMON. Love-Wit; Fact. N©IcHBOvRs, 
KASTRIL, ANA. TRIBVLATION. Dapper. SvBTLE. 


O Sir, He was a great Phifitian. This, 

It was no Baudy-houfe: But ameere Chancel, 
You knew the Lord, and his Sifter, Mam. Nay good Swrfy m= 
Sva. The happy word, Be rab — Mam. Play notthe Tyranne == 
Sva. Shouldbe today pronounc’d, toall your triends. 
And where be your Andironsnow ? And your Bratle Pots ? 
That fhould ha’ beene Golden Hlaggons, and great Wedges ? 
Ma, Let me but breath. What! They ha’ (hue their dores, 
Me thinkes, Svr..1,now, tis Ho/yday with them. MAm.Rogues, 
Cofeners, Impoftors, Baudes. Fac. What meane you, Sir ¢ 
MA. Toenter if we can. FAc. Another mans houle 2 
Here is the Owner,Sir. Turne yourto him, 
And {neake your bufineiTe. MAm.Are you,Sir, the Owner ? 
Lov. Yes, Sir. Mam.And are thofe Knaues,within, your Cheaters? 

L3 Lov. 
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Lov. What Knaues? What Cheaters ? MAm.Sw6t/e,& his Lungs, 

Fac. The Gentleman is diltracted, Sir, No Lungs 

Nor Lights ha’ beene feene here thefe three weckes, Sir, 

Within thefe dores, vpon my word. Svx. Your word, 

Groome arrogant ? F ac. Yes Sir,lam the Houfe-keeper, 

And know the keves lia’ not beene cuto’ my hands. 

Svr. This’s a new Face! Fac. You doe miltakethe houfe, Sir, 

What figne was’t at ?Svrx, You Raskail! Thisis cne 

O'the Contederacie. Come let’s g-¢ Officers, 

And forcethe dore. Lov. ’Pray you ftay,Gentlemen. 

Svr. No, Sir, wee'll comewith warrant. MA™.L and then, 

We fhall ha’ your dures open. Luv. What mea.ics this? 

Fac. I cannot tell Sir. Net. 1. Thefe are two o'the Gallants, 

That we doethinkewe faw. Fac. Twoo'rhe Focles ? 

Youtalke as idly asthey. Goou faith, Sir, 

I thinke the A/ooxe has cras’d’hein all. (O me, 

Theangry Boy cometoo? Hee’il makea noyfe 

And nereaway till ne Laue betrayed vsall. ) 

Kas. What Rogues, Baudes, Slaucs, you ‘il open the doreanone. 

Punque, Cocatrice, my Sufter, By this hghe 

I'll feech che Marfhallto you, You are a Whore, | 

Tokeepeyour Cattle. Fac. Who would you {peakewith, Sir ? 

Kas.The baudy Doétor, andthe Cofening Captaine, 

And Pass my Sufter. Lov. This is fomething, fure! 

Fac. Vpon my trult,che dores were neuer open, Sir, 

Kas. [ have heardall eheir ericks, cold me twice oues, 

By the fat Knight, andthe leane Gentleman. 

Lov, Here comes another. FAC.e4amsas t00 ? 

Andhis Paficr? Tra, The dores are fhut againft vs, 

ANA. Come forth, you Seed of Vipers, Sonnes of Belial, 

Y our wickednelle is broke forth: Abhomination 

Isin the Houfe. Kas.My Sufter’s there, AN a, The place, 

It is become a Cage of vncleane birds. 

Kas. I, I will fetch che Scauenger, andthe Cunftable. 

TR1, You fha!l doe well. ANA, Wee'llioyne co weede them out. 

Kas.You will not comethen? Punque, Deuile, my Sulter ? 

ANA. Call her noe Sifter, Sheisa Harlot, verily. . 
ASS 
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Kas. I'll raife the ftreet. Lov. Good Gentlemen,a word. 
ANA, Sathan, auvide, and hinder notour zeale, 
Lov. Theworld’s turn'd Ber‘lew, F ac. Thefe are all broke loofe, 
Out of S. Katherines, where they vie to kcepe, 
The beter fort of Mad-folkes, Nei, 1. All thefe Perfons 
Wefaw goe in, and out here, NEI.2.Yes,indetd Sir. 
Nit. 3. Thefewerethe Parties. Fac. Peace, you Drunkards, Sir, 
I wonder atit ! Plcafe you, to giue me leaue 
To touchthe dore, I'll try andthe Lock be chang’d. 
Lov. I¢mazcs me! Fac.Good faith, Sir,1 belecue, 
There’s no tuch thing .’Tis all Deceptio vs/us, 
Would I could gct him away, Dar. Mr. Captaine, M‘. Dottor, 
Lov. Who's that? Fac.(Our Clearke within,chat I forgot)I know 
not, Sir. 
Dap.For Gods fake,when will her Grace beat leafure ? Fac.Ha } 
Hiufions, fome {pirit o’the ayre : (His gag is meleed, 
And now hefets out the ehrote.) Dar. 1am almoft {tifled ~ 
(Fac,Would youwerealeogether.) Lov.’Tisi'the houfe, 
Ha! Lift. Fac. Beleeue it Sir, i’theayre, Lov. Peace, you== 
Dar.Mine Aunts Grace dos not vfe me well. Svs.You Foole, 
Peace, you'll marreall. Fac.Or you willelfe, you Rogue. 
Lov. O, 1s itfo # Then you conuer(e with fpirits, 
Come Sir. No more o’ your tricks, good /eremy, 
The ruth, che thoreeft way. F ac.Difmitle this rabble, Sir. 
What fhall I doe ? Iam catch’d, Lov. Good Neighbours, 
Ithanke you all. You may depart. Come Sir, 
You know that 1 aman indulgent Maftcr: 
Andtherefore concceale nothing, What ’s your med’cinc, 
To draw (o many feuerall forts of wild-foule ? 
Fac.Sir, you were wont to affect mirth, and wit. 
But here's no place to talke on’t i‘the ftreet. 
Giue me but Jeaue, to make the beft of my fortune, 
Aud onely pardon me th’ abufe of your Houfe. 
Ie’sall I begge. I'll help youtoa Widdow, 
In recompence, that you hall gi’ methankes for, 
Will make you feauen yeeres yonger, andarich one 
*Tis but your putting on a Spani(o Cloake, ‘+ 
auc 
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I haue her within. You neede not fcare the Houfe, 

It was not vilited. Lov.But by me, who came 

Sooner then youexpeted Fac. Itistruc, Sir, 
"Pray you forgive me. Lov.Well : Lec’ {ce your Widdow, 


ACT. 5. SCENE.4¢ 
SvatLe, Dapper. Facc. DOL. 


Ow ! ha’ you eaten your gag ? Dar.Yes faith,ie crumbled 
Away 1’ my nouth.Svs You ha’ fpoil'dall then. Dav .No, 
I hope :1.y Auntof / «277 will forgive me. 
Svs. You Aunt’sa gracious Lady, but ineruth 
You werero biame. Dap. Thefume did ouercome me, 
Aid I did do'teo ttay my ftomack. ’Pray you 
So fatistic her Grace. Herecomcs the Captaine. 
Fac. How now! Ishis mouth downe ? Sva.1, he has fpoken! 
F ac, (A puxe, | heard him, and you too. )Hee’svndone,then. 
Ihaue beene faine co fay, the Houfe is haunted 
With Spirits, to keepe Churle back. Svs.And haftthou doneit? 
Fac. Sure, for thisnight. Svs.Why then triumph, and fing 
Of Face fo famous the precious King 
Of prefene wits Fac.Did you not hearethecoyle, 
About the dore? Svs.Yes, and I dwindled with ie, 
Fac.Shew him his Aunt,and lee him be difpatch’d : 
Vil fend herto you, Svs. Well Sir, your Aunt her Grace, 
Will giue ycu audience prefently, on my fute, 
And the Captatnes word, that you did not eate your gag, 
Inany contemptofher Hézhuefe. Dav. Notl,incroth, Sir. 
Svs Here fhe iscome. Downe o’ your knees, and wriggle : 
She hasa ftately prefence Good. Yet nearer, 
And bid God jane her. Dar. GAtudame. Svs.And your Aunt. 
Dap. And my molt Grectons Aunt, God faue vour Grice. 
Do . Nephew,we thought to haus been angry, with you: 
But that (weer face of yours, hath eurn’d che tide, 
And made it flow with Ioy, chat eb’d of Loue. 
Arife,and touch our veluct Gowne, Svs. The Skirts, 
And kitle’hem. So,Dot. L¢* menow ftroke that head, 
Much, Nepkew, foals thou winre,; ach foals thoufpend 5 
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Mach foalt show gue away, much fhale thou Lend, 
Svs.I,much indeede. Why doe you not thanke her Grace? 
Dar. 1 cannot {pcake,forloy. Svs. See,the kinde wretch ! 
Your Graces kin&man right. Dox. Giue me the Bird. 
Here is your Fiyein a Purfe,aboue yourneck, Cofen, 

Weare it , and feede it, about this day feu’ night, 

On your right wrift, Svs. Open aveyne, witha Pinne, 
Andlet it fuck bue once awecke. Tilt then, 

You mult not looke on’t. DoL. No. And Kinfman, 

Beare your (clfe worthy of the blood you come on. 

Svs. Her Grace would ha youcate no more w.ol-fack pics, 
Nor Dagger Frumenty. Doi. Nor breake his faft, 

In Heanen,and Hell. Svs Shee’s with you euery where. 

Nor play with Cofter-mongers at A4um-chance,Trayetrip, 
Ged make you rich(whenas your Aunt has doneit : ) but keepe 
T he Galiane’ft company, and the beft Games. Dar. Yes, Sit. 
Sv5.Glecke and Primero ;andwhat you get be truc to vs, 
Dar.By this hand, I will. Svs .Youmay bring’s a Thoufand 

ound, 

Before to morrow night, (if but three Thoufand 

Be ftirring )if you will. Dar. [fweare,| will then. 
Svs. Your F/y will learne youall Games.F Ac.Ha’you done there ? 
Svs. Your Grace will command him no more duties ? DoL, No & 
But come, and fee me often. I may chance 

To leave himthree or foure hundred Chelts of Treafure, 

And (ome fiue thoufand Acres of Faerse Land: 

If he Game well, and comely,with good Gamfters. 

Svs. There’sakinde Aunt ! Kille her departing part. 

But you mutt fell your forty markea yeare, now. 

Dav. LSir, | meane. Svs,Or git away, A poxcont. 

Fac.lle git mine Aunt. Ie goeand fetch the writings. 
Svn.’Tis well,awa Tac.Where’s Subile? Svs “Here. What newes? 
Fac. Dragger is at the dore, go take his {uite, 

And bid him fetch a Parfon prefently. 

Say he ‘hall marry the Widdow. Thou fhale {pend 
A hundred pound by the feruice. Now, Queene ‘Dol, 


Ha’ you pack’dvp all? Dot. — Fac, And how doe yous _ 
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The Lady Plyaxt? Do. A good dull Innocene. 

Svs, Here's your Hierowimo’s cloake,and hat, F Ac Giueme’hem, 

Svs.And the Ruffetuo? Fac.Yes, l'llcome to you prefently. 

Svs. Now, he is gone about his proie& , Dol, 

Itold youof, forthe Widdow. Dot.’Tis direct 

Againft our Articles. Sv 5.Well ,wee'll fichim, Wench, 

Haft thou gull’d her of her Iewels,or her Bracelets ? 

Dot.No,but I will do't.Svs.Soone atnight, my Del’, 

When weare fhipt, and all our goods aboord, 

Ealt-ward for Ratcliffe, we will curne our courfe 

To Braixford,Weltward,if thou faift the word, 

And take our leaues of this ore.weening Raskall, 

This peremptory Face, Do L. Content. I'am weary of him, 

Svs. Thou haft caufe,when the Slaue will runne a wiuing, Del, 

Againft che Inftrument, that was drawne betweene vs. 

Dot.I'll pluck his Bird as bareas I can. Svs.Yes,tell her, 

She mult by any meanes, addreife fome prefene 

Toth’Cunning man, make him amends for wronging 

His Art with herfufpition, fend a Ring, 

Or chaine of Pearle, the will be tortur'd elfe 

Extreamely. in her fleepe, fay, and ha’ ftrange things 

Come to her, wiltthou? Dox, Yes. Svs. My fine Flitteremoufe, 

My Birdo'the night; wee'll tickle it at the Pszeons, 

When we haueall, and may vonlock the Trunks, 

And fay,this’s mine, and thine, and thine, and mine— 

F ac.What now, a billing ?¢v8. Yes.a little exalted 

Inthe good patlage of our Stock-affaircs, 

Fac. Drug ger has brought his Parfon, take him in, Sadbt/e, 

And fend him back againe, to wath his face. 

Svs. I will: and fhauehimfelfe? Fac.Ifyou can get him. 

Dot. Youare hote vpon it Face, what ere it is, 

Fac. Atrick, that D2/thall (pend ten pound a month by. 

Is he gone 2? Svs. The Chaplainewaites you i'the hall, Sir. 

Facs1Il goe beftow him. Dot. Hee'll now marry her,inftanely. 

Svs. He cannot yet, he is not ready. Deare Dol, 

Cofen her of allchou canft, To deceiue him 

Is nodeceipt, but Iuftice ; that would breake : 
Suc 
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Such an inextricable tyeas ours was, 
Dot. Letme alone to fit him. Fac.Come my Venturers. 
You ha’ pack’d vpall ? Where be the Tiunkes ? Bring forth, 
Svs.Here.F Ac, Let’sfee hem. Where's the Money ? Svs, Here, 
In this, Fac. A4amsmons tenne pound :Eighe{core before. 
The Brethrens mony, this. Dracgers and Dappers. 
What Paper's that? Dot, The lewell of the waiting Maides, 
That ftole it from her Lady,to know certaine— 
Fac.Iffhe fhould haue precedence of her Miftreffe ? Dox. Yes, 
Fac.What boxe is that ? Svs. The Fifh-wiues rings, 1 thinke. 
And th’Alewiues fingle mony. Ist not Dol ? 
Dot, Yes ; andthe whiftle, thatthe Saylors wife 
Brought you,to know, and her Husband were with “ard, 
Fac, Weel wet it to morrow : and our Siluerebeakers, 
And Tauerne cups. Wherebethe French Peticoats, 
And Girdles, and Hangers ? Svs. Here, ithe Trunke, 
And the Bolts of Lawne, Fac.Is Draggers Damaske,there 2 
And the 7obacco ? Svs. Yes. FAc.Giue me the Keyes. 
Do1.Why you the Keyes ? Svs. No matter, Do/,becaule 
We hall not open’hem, before he comes. 
Fac, ’Tis true,you thall not open them, indeed, 
Nor haue *hem forth. Doe you fee ? Not forth, De/. DoL.No? 
FAc.No my Smock-rampant. The right is, my Matter 
Knowesall, has pardon’d me,and he will keepe hem. 
Doctor ’tis erue (you looke) for all your Figures, 
I fent for him, indeed. Wherefore good Partners, 
Both Heand She, befatisfied, For here 
Determines the Indenture tripartite 
Twixe Seétl:,Dol,and Face. Allican doe 
Is to helpe you ouer the wall, o’the back(ide ; 
Or lend youa fheet,to fauc your Veluet Gowne, Dell, 
Herewill be Officers prefently ; bethinke you, 
Gt fome courfe fodainly to {cape the Dock, 
For thether you'll come elfe. Harke you, Thunder. 
Svs.You area precious fiend ! Or F. Open the dore, 
Fac.Dol, 1am forry for thee i-faith, Buthearft chou ? 
It ‘fhall goe hard,bue] will place theefomewhere: 
M2 Thow 


The ALCHEMIST. 


Thou thalt ha’my Leteer to M'* e-/aec. DoL. Hang you 
FAc.Or Aladame Impersall. DOL. Poxe vpon you, Rogue, 
Would I had but time to beate thee. Fac, Swbr/e, 

Let’s know where youfetvp next; I'll fend you 

A Cuftomer,now and then, for old acquaintance : 

What new courfe ha’ you? Svs.Rogue, I'll hang my felfe 
‘That I may walke a greater diuell,then thou, 

And haunt thee i’che Flock-bed, andthe Buttery. 


ACT. 5. SCENE.5. 


Love-Wit. Orricers. MAMMON. SvRLY. FACE, 
RacvTRiLe ANANIASe TRIBVLATION. DivGGER. 
Da: PLIANT. 


VV ae you mcane my Matters’ Mam.Open your Dore, 
Cheatcrs, Baudes, Coniurers, OFF, Or wec'll breake it 
pen 


open. 
Lov. What warrant haue you? Orr. Warrant inough, Sir.doube 
not, 

If you'll notopen it. Lov. Is there an Officer, there 2 
Orr. Yes, two, or three for failing. Lo v, Haue but patience, 
And will open it (traighe. Fac.Sir, Ha’ you done? 
Is ita Marriage? perfect ? Lov. Yes, my Braine. 
Fac. Offwith your Ruffe,and Cloake then be your felfe.Sir. 
Svx. Down withthe dore. Kas. “Slight, ding it open.Lov.Hold. 
Hold Gentlemen,what meanes this violence ? 
Mam.Wherc is this Colliar 2 Svz.And my Captaine Face ? 
Mam. Thefe dey-Owl-s, Svx. That are Birding in mens purfes. 
Mam.Madame S'sppofitory. KAs.Doxcy, my Sulter.ANA,Locutts 
Of the foule pit. Ta 1. Profaneas Bel, andthe Dragon, 
ANA. Worfethen theGratle-hoppers, or the Lice of Azypr, 
Lov.Good Gentlemen, heare me. Are you Officers , 
And cannot ftay this violence ? OF F-Keepethe peace. 
Lov.Gentlemen, what is the matter ? Whom doe you feeke ? 
Man. The ( bymscall Coufoner, Svz.And the Captaine Pandar, 
Kas. The Nan my Sufter.Mam.Madame Xabés. AN A,Scorpions, 
And Caterpillers.L ov.Fewer at once, I pray you. 
OrF.One after agother, Gentlemen, I charge you, 

By 
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By vertue of my {taffe —- ANA. They are the veilels 

Of (hame, and of difhonour, Lov, Goodzeale, lye fill, 

Alittlewhile. T21. Peace, Deacon Asanias, 

Lov. The Houle is mine here, and the dores are open: 

If there beany fuch perfons, as you feeke for, 

Vie your authoritie, fearch ono’ Gods name, 

I am but newly come to towne, and finding 

T his tumult bout my dore(to tell you true) 

Je {umewhat mazd me ; till my Man, here, (fearing 

My more difplealure ) cold me had done 

Somewhat an infolent part, lecout my Loufe 

( Belike, preluming on my knowne auerfion 

From any ayreo'thetowne, while chere was Sicknetie, 

Toa Doctor, and a Captaine, who,whatthey are, 

Or where they be, he knowes not. Mam. Are they gone? 

Lov. You may goe in, and fearch, Sir, Here, I finde 

Theempty Walls, worfechend left*hem, {moak’d, 

A few crack’d pots.and Glatles,and a Fornace, 

The Seeling fill dwith 70./es of the Candle «. 

And Madamewitha Dildo, wr'to'the walles. 

Onely one Genelewoinan, I met here, 

That is within , that faid the was a Widdow —= 

Ks. I that’s my Sufter. I'll goe chu:npe her, Where is the? 

Lov. And fhould ha’ matricua Sp wfb (ount, but he, 

When he came‘y’t, neglected her fo grotlely, 

That I, a Widdower, am gone through with her. 

Svx. How ! HaueI loft her then ? Lov.Were youthe Dor, Sir 2 

Good faith, now, fhe do’s blame yo’ extreamely, and fayes 

You wore, and told her,you had tane the paines, 

To dye your beard, and vmbre o’er your face, 

Borrowed a Sute,and Ruffe, ail for her Loue; 

And then did nothing. What an over fight, 

And want of putting forward, Sir, wasthis ! 

Well fare an old Hargubuzier, yet, 

Could prime his poulder, and giue fire, and hie, 

Allin atwinckling, Mam. The whole Neft arefledde ! 

Lov. What fort of Birds werethey ? Mam. Akinde of Clideghes, 
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Or theeuith Dawes, Sir, that have picke my purfe 

Of Eight-{core, and ten Pounds,within thefe fue weekes, 

Beflide my firlt Afeterials ; and my Goods, 

Thatlye ithe Cellar: whichI am glad, they haue lefe, 

Imay haue home yet. Lov. Thinke youfo Sir 7MAM, I. 

Lov, By order of Law,Si, butnot otherwife. 

Mam. Not mine owne ftuffe ? Lov. Sir,I cantakeno knowledge, 

That ehey are yours, but by publique meanes. 

If youcan bring certificate,that you were gull'd of ‘hem, 

Or any formall Writ, out of a Conrs, 

That youdidcofen your felfe ; Iwill not hold them. 

Mam. Filrather loofe’hem, Lov. That you fhall not,Sir, 

By me, in troth, Vpon thefe eermesthey’ are yours. 

What fhould they ha’ beene,Sir,turn’d into Gold all 7MAm.No. 

1 cannor tell. Iemay be they fhculd. What then ? 

Lov. Whata great lotle in hope haue you fuftain'd ? 

Mao. NotI, the Common wealth has, F c.1,he would ha’ built 

The Citic new ; and made a Ditch about it 

Of Siluer, fhould haae runne with Creame from Hogsden : 

That, euery Sunday in Afore-fields, the Younkers, 

And Tits, and Tom-boyesfhould haue fed on gratis. 

Mam I will goe mount a Turnep-cart, and preach 

Theendo’the world within thefe womonths. S#r/y, 

What! ina Dreame? Sve. Mult I needes cheat my felfe, 

With that fame foolith vice of Honefty ! 

Come let vs goe, and hearken out the Rogues. 

T hat Face I'll marke for mine, if ere [ meete him, 

Fac. If I can heareof him, Sir, I'll bring you word, 

Vato your lodging : for in eroth, they were ftrangers 

To me, thoughe’*hem honetft, as my iclfe, Sir. 

Tai.’ Tis well, the Seéats thall noe loofe all yct. Goe, 

And get fome Carts ~ Lov.For what, my zealous Friends ? 

ANA. To beare away the portion of the Righteous, 

Out of this denne of Theeues. Lov. What is that portion ? 

ANA. The goods, fometimes the OrpLanes,that the Brethren 

Bought with their Siluer pence. Lov. What, thofei'the Cellar, 

TheKnight, Sir ALswwon claimes ? AN A. 1 doc defie 7” 
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Thewicked AZsmmon,(o docall the Brethren, 

Thou prophane Man. Taske thee, with what confcience 

Thou canft aduance that Nemred, againft.vs, 

That hauethefeale? Werenot the Shillings numbred, 

That madethe Pounds ? were not the Pounds told our, 

Vpon the fecond day of the fourth weeke, 

In the eight month, vponthetabledormant, 

The ycare, ofthe lat patience of the Saints, 

Sixe hundred and tenne., Lov.Mine earneft vehement Botcher, 

And ‘Deacexalfo,1 cannot difpute with you, 

But, if you get you not away the fooner, 

I fhall confure you, with aCudgell, AN a.Sir. 

Tri. Be patient eAzantas, ANA.Tainf trong, 

And will {tand vp, well girt, againft an Holt, 

That threaten Gad in exile. Lov.! thall (end you 

Toe4mffredam,to your Cellar, ANA. will pray there 

Againft thy Houle : May Dogges defilethy walles, 

And Waflpes and Hornets breed beneath thy roofe, 

This feat of falfchood, and this caue of cos’nage. 

Lov.Another too? Dav. NotI Sir,Iam no Brother, 

Lov. Away you Harry Nicholas, doe you talke? 

Pace Nothis was efbel Drugger. Good Sit, g0¢, 

And fatisfie him ; tell him, all is done: 

He ftay’d too long a wafhing of his face, 

The Door, he thall heare of him at Weffciefter : 

And of theCaptaine, tell him at Yarmouth, or 

Some good Port-towne elle, lying for a winde. 

If you can get offehe Angry Child now, Sir — 

Kas.Come on,you Yew, you haue match’d moft fweetly, ha’ you 
not? 

Did notI fay, [ would neuer ha’ youtupe 

But by adub’d Boy, to make youa Lady-Tom? 

‘Slight, youare a Mammet!O, I could tuufe you, now. 

Death, mun’ you marry with a poxe? Lov, You lye, Boys 

As found as you: andI am afore-handwith you. Kas. Anone ? 

Lov.Come, will you quarrel]?! will feize you, firrah. 

Why doe you not buckfeto your tooles? ICs. Gods light ! 

This isa fine Old Boy, asere] faw! Lov. 
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Lov. What doe you change your coppy now / Proceede, 
Here {tands my Doue : ftuope at her, if you dare. 

Kas. ‘Slight muft loue him: I cannot choofe i-faith, 
And I fhould be hang’d for’t: Sufter, I proteft 

I honour thee, for this match, Lov. O doe youfo, Sir, 
Kas. Yes,and thoucantt take Febacco, and drinke,Old Boy, 
I'll giue her fue hundred pound more.to her Martiage, 
Then her owne State, Lov, Filla pipe-full,/ere ie, 

Fac. Yes, but goe in, and takcie, Sir. Lov.We will. 

Iwill be rul’d by theein any thing, /evemsy, 
Kas,’Slight,tiiou art not Hideebound, thou arta Zev Boy} 
Come let ’s in pray thee, and take our W ff’ s, 

Lov. Whiffe in with your Sifter, brother Boy. That Malter 
That had receiu’d {ach happinetle by a Seruant, 

In fuch a Widdow, and with fo much wealth, 

Werevery vngratefull, if hewould not be 

Alittleindulgent to that Seruants wit; 

And help his fortune, though with fome {mall ftraine 

Of his owne candor. Therefore Gentlemen, 

Andkinde $petators, if | haucout- {tripe 

Anold mans grauitie, or {tri@ canon, .thinke 

What a yong Wife, and : good Brayne may doe: 

Stretch Ageseruth fomctimes, and crack iteoo. 

Speake for thy felfe, Knaue, Fac.So I wil Sir, Gentlemen, 
My Part a litete fell in chis laft Scene, 

Yet “twas decorum, And though I ain cleane 

Got off, from Subrle, Surly, Mammen, Dol, 

Hot «4nanias, Dapper, Dragger, all 

With whom I traded ; yeeI put my felfe 

On you, that aremy Country: And this Pelfe, 

Which I haue got, if you doe quit me, refts 

To feaft you often, and inuite new ghelts. 


The end. 
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